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BeiT* CharaOtr'tftical Edition. 

THE ROYAL CONVERT. 

A TRAGEDY. BY NICHOLAS ROWE. 

AS PERFORMED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL COVENT-GARDEN. 

Itegulated from the Jppm$t*&9dk, by permijjio* <tf the Managers, 

BY MR.flHtTt) PROMPTER. 

CHAR ACTERIST !C K3. 
The* my d*te-^Of mortal life be (boil It mail be glorious— Each minute mall be rich la 
fome great a&ion— To fpeak the klag, the hero, and the lover— There never wae a medley of 
ruch thinking— Ambition, hatred, mifcbief, and reve nge -C atheT like cloud* on clouds | 
and then anon— Love, like a goldea beam of Tight, moots thro*— Smile* oa the gloom, and 
nay heart bounds with plcafure. HENGIST. 

How ihall I teach my tongue to frame* language— Different from my heart— My heart 
•was made— Sim pk and plain, and fraught with artlefs tcnderncft— Form'd to receive one 
lore, and only one— It knows not what there can be in variety— And would not if It could 
«— **T*ia much beneath my courage and*my truth— To borrow any mean difgulfe fn«m falfe* 
hood— I dare die— But dare not be obllg'd. 1 date not owe— What 1 can never render back 
->_To defend— My honour and my love from violation— O'er ev'ry bar reaRlefa will I rum— 
.A nd in defpite of proud tyraaakk Pow»r— &ciae and effort my right. ARIBEKT. 

X will not think he meant it*— Revenge had eUe been fwift— So high I bold— The honour 
oaf a foldier and a king— I woa't think your mailer meant to wrong roc— Let him beware 
h uacTer * " What in a foe 4 pardon or defpifo— It deadly from a friend, and To to be repaid— 
*Xis moi^t beneath me— To aft again the debt you owe to honour— But mark meVeagiA— 
I *— » not ue'd to wait; and if this day— Pafs unregarded as the former two— Soon as to- 
morrow dawns expect me— Arm'd in the leld— Tho' I could wifli it othcrwife— Believe 
ace X would AUI be found thy friend. OFF A. 

X would preferve 'em both the royal brothers— But If their Fates ordain that one mull 
fall— Then let my matter Hand. ThlrCbriftian woman— Ay, there the ml fchlef comes— 
Were fhe but well rcmov'd— Would 'twere done— Aad my head Cafe— That! let me look 
«o that. SEOPRIO. 

Bred to any country's manners— I wormlp as -my fathers did before me— Oapraclu'd ia 
•difputes and wrangling fchoolt— I feek no farther knowledge, and To keep— My mind at 
•pence, nor know the pain of doubting— What others think 1 judge not of too nicely— Bat 
hold all honed men are ia the right. OSWALD. 

Whate'er 1 am— Is of myfelf, by native worth exi fling— My f erce haughty foul— Whet- 
her fhe fuflera ftili difdains to bend— How is Ac form'd, this rival of my love— To make 
f>er fbine beyond me— Her mind ! Ye Gods ! which of you aU— Could make that great, and 
alt to rival mine— Has me a foul— Can dare like mine— Oh no! me cannot, nature cannot 
hear it—It finks ev'a met the torrent drives me down— The native greatnefs of my fpirit 
fail*— 1 will Sad her— For whom I am defpis'd— Look that (he be your maflerpiece ye 
Gods !— My Jealous rage to move— A vi Aim worthy my offended love— I feci my foul ina- 
- valient of this bondage— Difddining this unworthy idle paffioa— And ftruggling to be free. 
Mow, now it moots— It Unr'rs upon the wing to crowns aad empire— Theu native great. 
snela of my foul befriend me- ROOOGUNE. 

! fave me from pollution— Let me know— All naileries beflde, each kind of forrow— • 
prove me with variety of pains— Whips* racks, aad Barnes, for I was born to fuffcr— 
arm'd, and equal to the combat. ETHEL1NDA. 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

CHARLES LORD HALIFAX. 

MT LORD, 

IF I could have the vanity to make a merit of dedicating 
this Tragedy , I (houJd here take an opportunity of telling 
you that I am in this endeavouring to make the beft and 
only return I am capable of for all thofe marks of exceed- 
ing goodnefs and humanity which I have ftill had the ho- 
nour to meet with from your Lordfhip : but fince the mat- 
ter is quite otherwife, fince it is highly to my advantage 
to fhelter myfelf under fo great a name, fince I have done 
myfelf fo much honour by it, I am bound to own, with all 
the gratitude I am capable of, that your Lordfhip's pa- 
tronage is a new and will be a lafting obligation upon me. 
Moll kinds of poetry, but efpecially tragedies, come 
into the world now like children born under ill ftars; a 
general indifference, or rather difinclination, attends like 
a bad influence upon 'em, and after having buftled thro 9 
ill ufage and a (hort life they deep and are forgotten. 
The relifh of things of this kind is certainly very much al- 
tered from what it was fome time fince ; and though I will 
sot prefume to cenfure other people's pleafures, and pre- 
scribe to the various taftes of mankind, yet I will take the 
liberty to fay, that thofe who fcorn to be entertained b'ke 
their forefathers will hardly fubftitute fo reafonable a di- 
verfion in the room of that which they have laid a fide. I 
could wifti there were not fo much reafon as there is to at- 
tribute this change of inclinations to a difefteem of learn - 
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IV MMCATIOW. 

ing itfelf. Tbo many people are apt to think that boofcfr 
arc not neceflary to the finifhing the character of a fine 
gentleman, and are therefore eafily drawn to defpife what 
they know nothing of. But,, my Lord», among all thefe 
mortifying thoughts it is ftill a pleafure to the Mufes to, 
think that there are fome men of too delicate underftand- 
ings to give into the taftes of a depraved age, men that 
have not only the power but the will to protect thofe arts- 
which they love, becaufe they are mailers of 'em. 

It would be very eafyfor me to diftinguifh one among 
thofe few after the moil advantageous manner, but alj 
men of common fenfe have concurred ia doing it already, 
and there is no need of a panegyrick. 

I could be almoft tempted to expoftulate with the reft 
of the 1 world (for I am fure there is no bccafion to make 
an apology to your Lordfhip) in defence of poetry. I am 
far from thinking of a good poet as the Stoicks did of 
their wife man, that he was fufficient for everything, could 
be every thing, and excel in every thing, as he pleafed; 
yet fure I may be allowed to fay that that brightnefs, 
quicknefs, that ftrength and-greatnefs of thinking, which 
is required inany of the nobler kinds of poetry would raife 
a man to an uncommon diftin&ion in anyprofeffion or bu- 
finefs that has a relation to good fenfe and understanding. 
One modern inftancc can at leaft be given where the fame 
genius that (hone in poetry was found equal to the iirfc 
employments of the ftatc, and where the fame man who 
by his virtue and wifdom was highly ufeful to and inftru- 
mental in the fafety and happinefs of his native country 
had been equally ornamental to it in his wit. 

This is what I could not help faying for the honour o£ 
»n art which has been formerly the favourite of the greats- 
eft men ; not that it wants a recommendation to your Lord** 
mip, who have always been a conftant and generous pro- 
tector of it. This indeed would be much more properly 
faid to the world, and when I have told them what men 
have equally adorned it and been adorned by it, I might 
aot unfitly apply to them what Horace faid to the Pifos,, 

-Ne forte Pudort 



Sit tlhx Mufa Lyrafolersitf. Cantor Apollo* 



DEDICATION* V 

For my own inconfiderable pretentions to verfe I (hall, 
I confefs, think better even of them than I have ever yet 
done if they (hall afford me the honour to be always thought,. 

My Lord, 

your Lordihip's mod obedient 

and devoted humble fervant, 

m. aowi. 
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FROLOGITE. 

blNCE to your fam'd forefathers quite contrary 
Ton from their pleafures as their wifdom vary, 
What art what method Jhall the poet fnd 
To hit the tqfte ofeachfantajlich mind? 
Legions of joys your wand* ring fancies lead; 
Like fummer flies which in thejbambles treed 
Each year they f warm anew, and to the laftfuceeeJ. 
Time was when fools byfellowfhip tvere known, 
But now theyflray, and in this populous Town- 
Each coxcomb has a folly of his own* 
Some drcfsyfome dance, fome play, not to forget 
Tour piquet parties and your dear baffet : 
Some praife,fome rail,fome how, andfome mate facts* 
Tour country fquires hunt foxes, your court places* 
The city too fills up the variourfcene, 
Where fools lay wagers and where wife men win. 
One rails at delta for a late mif chance, 
One grumbles and cries up the tow' r of France t 
This man talis politicks and that takes pills, 
One eures his own, and one the nation's ills. - 
Nowfiddfing and the charms ofjingfong winye r 
. Harmonious Peg and warbling Vcuentini. 
At to your drinking— but for that we f pare it, *% 

Nor with your other vile delights compare it; *• 

There's fomething ntore than found, there 9 sfenfe f in claret* J 
Mean-while negtetied verfe, in long dif grace, 
Amongfiyour many pleafures finds no place 3 
The virtuous laws of common fenfe forfwearingj 
Tou damn us, Hie pack 9 d juries, without hearing. 
Each puny whip/ler here is wit enough, Tf 

Withfcornful airs andfuperctliousfnuff, , f 



To cry, This Tragedy's Jitch damn'd grave Jlufff 

But now we hope more equal judges come, 

Since Flanders fends the gen'rous warriours home. 

Tou that have fought for liberty and laws, 

Whofe valour the proud Gallic i tyrant awes^ 

Join to affert the jinking Mufes' caufe; 

Since the fame flame, by dijPrent ways exprefi, 

Glows in the hero's and the poet's breajl, 

The fame great thoughts that r oaf e you to the fight 

fypire the Mufe and bid thefoct write* 
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Sr«ttfttt*]ptrGmce« 

MEN. 

Covent-Garden* 
Hengist, king of Kent r £>n to Hen- 1 

gift the firft Saxon invader of Bri- > Mr. Wroughton. 

tain, J 

Ar*bert, his brother, Mr* Lewis. 

Offa, a Saxon prince, « Mr. Whitfield. 

Seofrid, firft minifter and favourite 1 «# tt n 

totheU^, jMr.Hult 

Oswald, friend to Aribert, Mr. Robfon* 

WOMEN. 

RoDOGUHE,fcSaxonprinccfs,£fterto') w ^^ , 
Offa, betrothed to the king, J ' Mrt * WanU 

£t h e l i n d a , a Britifh lady, privately " x * tr ^i 
married to Aribert, J Mr* Hartley. 

Priefls, Officer*^ Soldiers 9 and other Attendants. 

scene m kent, about twenty years after the firft inva* 
fion of Britain by the Saxons. 
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THE ROYAL CONVERT*. 

ACTL 

Scene, a palace. 

Enter Aribert WOswali. 

c Aribert. 

OUCH arc, my friend, the joys our loves have known, 

So ftill to be defir'd, fo ever new, 

Nor by fruition pall'd nor chang'd by abfence. 

Whate'cr the poets dreamt of their Elyfium, 

Or what the faints believe of the firft paradife, 

u When nature was not yet deform'd by winter, 

u But one perpetual beauty crown 'd the year," 

Such have we found 'em ftill, ftill, " ftill," the fame. 

Ofw. Such grant, kind Heav'n ! their courfe to be for 
But yet, my Prince, forgive your faithful Ofwald [ever! 
If he believes you melt with too much tendernefs ; 
Your noble heart forgets its native great nefs, 
And finks in foftnefs when you languifh thus, 
Thus figh and murmur but for fix days abfence. 

yfnA.Chidenot,but thinkif e'er/'when thouwertyoung," 
Thou lov'dft thyfelf, how thou wcrt won't to judge 
Of time, of love, of abfence, and impatience. 
What ! fix long days, and never write nor fend I 
. Tho' Adelmar and Kenwald, faithful both, 
Were left behind to bring, me tidings from her. 
How, Ethelinda ! how haft, thou forgot me ! 
Ofw. Perhaps I err; but if the pain be fuch, 

* The lines difHnguifhed by inverted commas are omitted in th« 
reprcfentation, and thofe printed in Italicks are the additions of 
the Theatre. 
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Why is the fair one who alone can eafe it 
Thus far divided from your longing arms ? 
'Twere better ne'er to part than thus to mourn. 

Arib. Oh Ofwald ! is there not a fatal caufe ? 
Thou know'ft my Ethelinda— — 

QJkv. Is a Chriftian, 
A name by Saxons and their gods abhorr'd. 
To me her diff'ring faith imports not much ; 
'Tis true indeed bred to myVTountry's manners 
I worfhip as my fathers did before me ; 
Unpra&is'cl in difputes and wrangling fchools 
I feek no farther knowledge, and fo keep 
My mind at peace, nor know the pain of doubting i 
What others think I judge not of too nicely, 
But hold all honed men are in the right. 

Arib. Then know yet more, for my whole breaft is thine* 
Ev'n all my fecret foul : I am a Chriftian. 
'Tis wonderful to tell, for oh, my Ofwald I 
I liften'd to the charmer of my heart. 
Still as the night that fled away I fat r 
I heard her with an eloquence divine 
Reafon of holy and myfterious truths, 
Of Heav'n's mod righteous doom, of man's injuftice^ 
Of laws to curb the will and bind the paflions, 
Of life, and death, and immortality, 
44 Of gnafhing fiends beneath and pains eternal,. 
" Of ftarry thrones and endlefs joys above." 
My very foul was aw'd, was (hook within mef 
Methought I heard diftinct, I fawmoft plain> 
Some angel in my Ethelinda's form 
Point out my way to everlafting happinefs. 

0/w. 'Tis wonderful indeed! and yet great fouls,. 
By .nature half divine, foar to the ftars, 
And hold a near acquaintance with the gods. 
And oh ! my Prince, when I furvey thy virtue 
I own the feal of Heav'n imprinted on thee ; 
I Hand convinc'd that good and holy pow'rs 
Jnfpire and take delight to dwell within thee : 
Yet crowds will ftill believe and prieffo will teacl* 
As wand'ring fancy and as int'reft lead. 
How will the King and our fierce Saxon- chiefs 



ABl. THE ROYAL C OK VERT. II 

Approve this bride and faith? Had royal Hengift 
Thy father liv'd 

Arib. 'Tis on that rock we perim ; 
Thou bring'ft his dreadful image to my thoughts, 
And now he (lands before me ftormy, fierce, 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to death 
Tenacious of his purpofe once refolv'd. 
Juft fuch he feems as when fevere and frowning 
He forc'd the King my brother and myfelf 
To kneel and fwear at Woden's cruel altar 
Firft never to forego our country's gods, 
Then made us vow with deepeft imprecations 
If it were either ? s fortune e'er to wed 
Never to chufe a wife among the Chriftians* 

Ofa>. Have you not fail'd in both ? 

Arib. 'Tis true I have, 
But for a caufe fo juft, fo worthy of me, 
That not to 'ave fail'd in both had been to 'ave fail'd. 
Yes, Ofwald, by the confcious judge within 
So do I ftand acquitted to myfelf, 
That were my Ethelinda free from danger, 
On peril of my life I would make known 
And to the world avow my love and faith. 

Ofw. I dare not, nay 'tis fure I cannot, blame- you; 
"You are the fecret worfhip of my foul, 
" To me fo perfect that you cannot err." 
But oh ! my Prince, let me conjure you now 
By that moft faithful fervice I 'ave ftill paid you, 
By love and by the gentle Ethelinda,- 
Be cautious of your danger, reft in filence. 
In holy matters Zeal may be your guide, 
And lift you on her flaming wings to heav'n, 
But here on earth truft Reafon and be fafe. 

Arib* 'Tie true the prefent angry face of things 
Befpeaks our cooleft thoughts : the JJritifh king, 
Ambrofius, arms and calls us forth to battle, 
Demanding back the fruitful fields of Kent, 
By Vortigern to royal Hengift giv'n, 
A mean reward for all thofe Saxon lives 
Were loftr in propping Britain's finking ftate. 

Ofw, The war with Britain is a diftant danger* 
Nor to be weigh'd with our domeftick fear*. 
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Young- Offa, chief among our Saxon princes. 
Who at the King's entreaty friendly came 
From Northern Jutland and the banks of Elbe 
With twice ten thoufand warriours to his aid, 
Frowns on our court, complains aloud of wrongs, 
And wears a publick face of difcontent. 

A rib. 'Tis (aid he is offended that the King 
Delays to wed his filler. 

Ofw. 'Twas agreed, 
'Twas made the firft condition of their friendftiip, 
And fworn with all the, pomp of priefts and altars, 
That beauteous Rodogune mould be our queen, 
Then wherefore this delay ? The time was fix'd, 
The feaft was bid, and mirth proclaim 'd to all ; 
The crowd grew jovial with the hopes of holy days. 
And each, according to our country's manner, 
Provok'd his fellow with a friendly bowl, - - 

And blefs'd the royal pair; when on the morn, 
The very morn that fhould have join'd their hands, 
The King forbad the rites» 

Ar'tb. Two days are paft, 
Nor has my brother yet<lifcloVd the caufe. 
L.aft night at parting from him he ftopt fliort, - 
Then catch'd my hand, and with a troubled accent, 
With words that fpoke like fecret fliame and furrow, 
He told me he had fomething to impart, 
And wifh'd that I would wait him in the morning. 

Ofa. But fee, Prince OfFa and his beauteous fitter! 
The King's mod favoured counsellor, old Seofrid, 
Is with 'em too. 

Arlb. Retire; I would not meet 'em; 
That princefs, Ofwald, is efteem'd a wonder: 
To me (he feems moft fair ; and yet, methinks, 
Doft thou not mark ? there is I know not what 
Of fullen and fevere, of fierce and haughty, 
That pleafes not but awes : I gaze aftoniuVd, 
And fear prevents defire. — " So men tremble 
" When lightning {hoots in glitt'ring trails along: 
«* It mines 'tis true, and gilds.the gloomy night, 
** But where it ftrikes 'tis fatal." [Exeunt Arib. andOfw* 

Enter Offa, Rodogune, Seofrid, and Attendants. 

Of. By Wod-en no ! I will not think he meant it ; 
4 
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Revenge had elfe been fwift — So high I hold 

The honour of a foldier and a king 

I won't think your matter meant to wrong me. 

Let him beware however — jealous friendship 

And beauty's tender Fame can brook no flights. 

What in a foe I pardon or defpife 

Is deadly from a friend, and fo to be repaid. 

Seof. Whatever fame or ancient ftory tells 
Of brother's love or -celebrated friends, 
Whofe faith in perils oft 9 and oft' in death 
Severely had been try'd and never broke, 
Such is the truth and fuch the grateful mind 
Of royal Hengift to the princely Offa. 
Nor you, fairprincefs! \To R.9dogune.~\ frown if wart and 

troubles, 
If watchful councils and if cares, which v wait 
On kings, the nurfing fathers of their people. 
Withhold a while the monarch from your arms. 

Rod. When fierce Ambrofius leads the Britons forth, 
Thunders in arms and makes the dufty field, 
It fuits thy wary matter's caution well 
To fit with dreaming hoary heads at council, 
And watte the midnight taper in debates ; 
But let him ftill be wife, confult his fafety, 
And trouble me no more. Does he fend thee 
With tales of dull refpe& and faint excufes ; 
Tell him he might have fpar'd the formal meflage 
Till fome kind friend had told him how I UnguiuVd* 
How like a turtle I bemoan'd his abfence. 

Serf. Pardon, fair Excellence! if falt'ring age 
Profanes the paffion I was bid to paint, 
And drops the tale imperfect from my tongue. 
But lovers beft can plead their caufe themfelves | 
And fee your flave the King, my matter, comes 
To move your gentle heart with faithful vows, 
And pay his humble homage at your feet. 

Enter the King, Guards, and other Attendant's. 

King. But that I truft not to that babbler Fame, 
Who carelefs of the majefty of kings 
Scatters lewd lies among the crowd, and wins 
The eafy idiots to believe in montters, 

B 
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I mould have much to charge you with my brother: 
I ftand accus'd — 

Of. How Sir! 

King. So fpeaks report, 
A? wanting to my honour and my friend ; 
By you I ftand accus'd. 

Of. Now by our friencHhip, 
If that be yet an oath, refolve me Hengift 
Whence are thefe doubts between us, whence this coldnefr! 
Say, thou who know'ft, what fudden fecret thought 
Has ftepp'd between and dafh'd the publick joy. 
Thou call'ft me Brother ; wherefore wait the priefts, 
And fuffer Hymen's holy fires to languifh ? 
What hinders but that now the rites begin, 
That now we lofe all thoughts of paft difpleafure, 
And in the temple tie the (acred knot 
Of love and friendfhip to endure for ever ? 

King. What hinders it indeed but that which makes 
This medley war within, but that which caufes 
This ficknefs of the foul, and weighs her down 
With more than mortal cares? 

Of. What mall I call 
This fecret gloomy grief that hides its head 
And loves to lurk in {hades ? Have royal minds 
Such thoughts as fhun the day I 

King. Urge me no farther, 
But like a friend be willing not to know 
What to reveal would give thy friend a pain. 
Be ftill the partner of my heart, and (hare 
In arms and glory with me ; but oh ! leave, 
Leave me alone to ftruggle thro' one thought, 
One fecret anxious pang, that jars within me, 
That makes me a£t a madman's part before thee, 
And talk confufion — If thou art my friend 
Thoil haft heard me, and be fatisfy'd — if not, 
I have too much defcended from myfelf 
To make the mean requeft — But reft we here. 
To you, fair princefs 

Rod. No ! — there needs no more, 
For I would fpare thee the unready tale. 
Know, faithlefs King! I give thee back thy vows, 
And bid thee fin fecure, be fafely perjur'dj 
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Since if our gods behold thee with my eyes 
Their thunder (hall be kept for nobler vengeance, 
And what they fcorn like me they (hall forgive. 

King. When anger lightens in the fair one's eyes 
Lowly we bow as to offended Heav'n, 
With blind obedience and fubmiflive woHhip, 
" Nor with too curious boldntfs rafbly reafon 
" Of what is juft or unjuft ; fuch high pow'r 
" Is to itfelf a rule and cannot err : 
" Yet this may be permitted me to fpeak," 
Howe'er the prefent circum (lance reproach me, 
Yet (till my heart avows your beauty's pow'r, 
My eyes confefs you fair 

Rod. Whatever I am 
Jsof myfelf, by Dative worth ex i (ling, 
Secure and independent of thy praife ; 
Nor let it feem too proud a boaft if minds 
By nature great are confeious of their greatnefs, 
And hold it mean to borrow ought from flatt'ry* 

King. You are offended Lady. 

Rod. Hengift no. 
Perhaps thou think'ft this gen'rous indignation 
That bluming burns upon my glowing cheek, 
And fparkles in my eyes a woman's weaknefs, 
" The malice of a poor forfaken maid 
M Who rails at faithlefs man" — Miilakcn Monarch ! — 
For know e'en from the firft my foul difdain'd thee, 
Nor am I left by thee but thou by me : 
" So was thy falfehood to my will fubfervient, • 
" And by my purpofe bound. Thus man, tho' limited 
11 By Fate, may vainly think his actions free, 
" While all he does was at his hour of birth 
M Or by his gods or potent liars ordain'd." - 

Of. No more my fifter; let the gownmen talk, 
And mark out right and wrong in noify courts. 
While the brave find a nearer way to juftice ; 
They hold themfelves the balance and the fword, 
And fuffer wrong from none. 'Tis much beneath me 
To afk again the debt you owe to honour, 
So that be fatisfy'd we dill are friends 
And brothers of the war : but mark me Hengift \ 
I am not us'd to wait, and if this day 

Bi> 
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Pafs unregarded as the former two 
Soon as to-morrow dawns expeft m t 

King. Where? 

Of Arm'd in the field — — 

Seof to the King.'] Befeech you Sir be calm, 
The valiant princ e 

Of. Tho' I eould wifli it otherwife : 
And fince the honour of the Saxon name 
And empire here in Britain refts upon thee, 
Believe me I would ftill be found thy friend* 

[Exeunt Offa 9 Rodogune, and Attendants 

King. No, I renounce that friendship : perifh too, 
Perifh that name and friendfhip both for ever! 
What are the kingdoms of the peopled earth, 
What are their purple and their crowns, to me, 
If I am curs'd within, and want that peace 
Which ev'ry flave enjoys? 

Seof My royal matter, 
It racks my aged heart to fee you thus j 
But oh! what aid, what counfel, can I bring you, 
W r hen all yon* eaftern down, ev'n to the furge 
That bellowing beats on Dover's chalky cliff, 
With crefted helmets thick embattled mines ? 
With thefe your friends what are you but the greatefl? 
With thefe your foes — Oh ! let me lofe that thought, 
And rather think I fee you Britain's king, 
Ambrofius vanquifh'd, and the fartheft Pi£s 
Submitted to your fway, tho' the fame fcene 
Difcover'd to my view the haaghty Rodogune 
Plac'd on your throne and partner of your bed. 

King. What ! mould I barter beauty for ambition, 
•' Forfake my heav'n of love to reign in hell," 
Take a domeftick Fury to my breaft, 
And never know one minute's peace again ? 
Statefman, thou reafon'ft ill : by mighty Thor> 
Who wields the thunder, I will rather chufe 
To meet their fury. Let 'em come together 
Young Offa and Ambrofius-: tho* my date 
Of mortal life be fhort it fhall be glorious ; 
Each minute fhall be rich in fome great action, 
To fpeak tne king, the hero, and the lover. 

Seof. "The hero and the king are glorious names * 
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w But oh, my mafter ! wherefore is the lover f 9 
In honour's name remember what you are, 
Break from the bondage of this feeble pafOon, 
And urge your way to glory ; leave with fcom 
Unmanly pleafures to unmanly minds, 
And thro* the rough the thorny paths of danger 
Afpire to virtue and immortal greatnefs. 

King, Hence with thy hungry, dull, untimely, morals, 
The fond deluding fophiftry of fchools ! 
Who would be great but to be happy too ? » 
" And yet fuch idiots are we to exchange 
" Our peace and pleafure for the trifle glory." 
What is the monarch mighty, rich, and great I 
What but the common victim of the ftate, 
Born to grow old in cares, to wafte his blood, 
And ftill be wretched for the publick good I 
" So by the priefts the nobleft of the kind 
" Is to atone the angry gods defign'd, 
" And while the meaner fort from death are freed 1 
" The mighty bull that wont the herd to lead > 

" Is doom'd for fatal excellence to bleed." [Exeunt. J 



No 



ACT II. 

Enter the King and Seofrid. 

Kwg. 
more of thefe unneceflary doubts; 
Thy cold thy cautious age is vainly anxious, 
Thy fears are inaufpicious to my courage, 
And chill the native ardour of my foul. 
This fullen cloudy fky that bode6 a ftorm 
Shall clear, and ev'ry danger fleet away ; 
Our Saxons fhall forget the prefent difcord, 
And urge the Britons with united arms; 
Hymen mall be aton'd, (hall join two hearts 
Agreeing, kind, and fitted for each other, 
And Aribert (hall be the pledge of peace. 

Seof. Propitious god of Love ! incline his heart 
To melt before her eyes, to meet her wifhes, 

Biij 
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And yield fubmiifion to the haughty maid t 
" Thou that delight'ft in cruel wantonnefs 
" To join' unequal necks beneath thy yoke, 
" For once be gentle, and infpirc both hearts 
" With mutual flames, that each may burn alike t 
" Oft' haft thou ruin'd kingdoms, fave one now, 
*' And thofe who curs'd thee, 
** Parlimoniou8 Age 

" And rigid Wifdom, (hall raife altars to thee !" 
Enter Aribert. 

King. But fee, he comes, '* and brings our wifhes with 
Oh Aribert ! my foul has long defiVd thee,. [him." 

Has waited long for thy relief, and wanted 
To (hare the burden which fhe bears with thee* 
And give tbee half her forrows* 

Arib. Give me all, 
Ev'n all the pain you feel, and let my truth* 
Be greatly try'd ; let there be much to fuffer r 
To prove how much my willing heart can bear 
To eafe my king, my brother, and my friend. 

King. I know thee ever gentle, in thy nature,. 
" Yielding and kind, and tender in thy friendship," 
And therefore all my hope of peace dwells with thee j 
For oh t my heart has labour* d long with pain, 
" I have endur'd the rage of fecret grief, 
" A malady that burns and rankles inward," 
And wanted fuch a hand as thine to heal me. 

Arib. Speak it, nor wound the foftnefs of my fouf 
With thefe obfeure complainings : fpeak my Lord. 

King. Firft then, this fatal marriage is my curfe ? 
This galling yoke to which my neck is doom'd, 
This bride — (he is my plague— (he haunts my dreams? 
Invades the fofter filent hour of reft, 
And breaks the balmy /lumber; night grows tedious, 
She feems to lag and hang her fable wings 1 , 
And yet I dread the dawning of the morn, 
As if fome fcreaming fprite had (hriek'd, and call'd, 
Hengift, arife, to-morrow ifrthy laft. 

Arib. A thoufand fpeaking griefs are in your eyes 
To tell the rack within — I read it plain ; 
But oh,.my King! what prophet could have dreamt 
A turn like this, that beauty fhould deftroy, 
And love which fhould have blefs'd you curfe you moft I 
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King. Oh! wherefore nam'ft thou love ? can there be love 
When choice, the free the cheerful voice of Nature, 
And reafon's deareft privilege, is wanting ? 
What cruel laws impofe a bride or bridegroom 
On any brute but man ? Obferve the beafts, 
And mark the feather' d kind; does not the turtle, 
When Venus and the coming fpring incite him, 
Chufeout his mate himfelf, and love her mofl, 
Becaufe he likes her be,ft ? but kings muft wed 
(Curfe on the hard condition of their royalty ! ) 
That fordid flaves may toil and eat in peace. 

Arib. 'Tis hard indeed! — Would (he had never come, 
This 

King. So would I — but now^— 

Arib. Ay, now, what remedy, 
When to refufe the Saxon Offa's fitter 
Shall (hake your throne, and make the name of Hengit, 
The famous the victorious name of Hengiil, 
Grow vile and mean in Britain I 

King. Yes, my brother, 
There is a remedy, and only one. 
This proud imperious fair, whofe haughty foul 
Difdains the humble monarchs of the earth, 
" Who foars elate, affe&sto tread the ftars, 
" And fcorns to mingle but with thofe above," 
Ev'n lhe, with all that majefty and beauty, 
44 The proudeft and the faireft of her fex," 
She has the paffions of a very woman, 
And dotes on thee my Aribert. 

Arib. On me 1 
What means my Lord? impoflible ! 

King. 'Tis true, 
As true as that my happinefs depends 
Upon her love to thee. My faithful Seofrld 
Has pierc'd into her very inmofl: heart, 
And found thee reigning there. 

Arib. Then all is. plain ; 
My fwelling heart heaves at the wrong you do roc, 
And wo 'not be repreft. Some fiend from hell 
HaB fhed his poifon in your royal bread, 
And flung you with the gnawing canker jealoufy. 
But wherefore ftiould I a(k for fiends from bell. 
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" And trace the malice of the thought from far," 
" Since the perfidious author ftands confefs'dj 
This villain has traduc'd me.— — 

Seof. " By the foul 
" Of your victorious father, royal Hengift, 
** My ever gracious ever honour'd mailer! 
" Much have you wrong'd your faithful Seofrid, 
" To think that I would kindle wrath betwixt you, 
" Or flrive to break your holy bond of brotherhood! 

King, " No, Aribert, accuie him not, nor doubt 
" His oft* his well-try'd faith; but caftthy eyes 
" Back on thyfelf, and while I hold the mirror 
*' Survey thyfelf, the certain caufe of love j 
" Survey thy youthful form, by nature fafhion'd 
u The moft unerring pattern of her '(kill, 
" The pomp of lovelinefs me fpreads all o'er thee, 
" And decks thee lavifhly with ev'ry grace 
" That charms in woman or commands in man ; 
4t Behold — nor wonder then if crowns are fcorn'd, 
" And purple Majefty looks vile before thee. 

Arib. " Oh ! whither, whither would youlead ? and why 
" This prodigality of illtim'd praife ? 

Seof* " Were you not all my royal mafter fa id, 
" Form'd to enthral the hearts of the foft fex, 
•' Yet that (he loves is plain from— - 

Aril. f< Hence, thou fycophant!" 

Seof. Your pardon Sir ; it has not been my office 
To forge a tale, or cheat your ear with flatt'ry, 
Nor have I other meaning than your fervice ; 
But that the princefs loves you is moft true : 
Emma, the chief, moft favour'd of her women,, 
The only partner of her fecret foul, 
To me avow'd her paflion ; and howe'er 
Her haughty looks refent the King's delay, 
Yet- in her heart with pkafure me applauds it, 
And would forego, tho* hard to womankind, 
The pride, high place, and dignity, of empire, 
To fhare an humbler fate withj>rincely Aribert. 

King. Why doft thou turn away ? wherefore defomi 
The grace and fweetnefs of thy fmiling youth 
With that ungentle frown ? Art thou not pleased 
To fee the tyrant beauty kneel before thee, 
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" Divefled of her pride, and yield to thee/' 
Unafk'd, a prize for which, like Grecian Helen, 
The great ones of the earth might drive in arms, 
And empires well be loft ? 

Arib. Are we not brothers ? 
We are, and Nature form'd us here alike, 
Save that her partial hand gave all the majefty 
And grcatnefs to my King, and left me rich 
Only in plain nefs, friendship, truth, and tendernefs: 
Then wonder not our paf&ons are the fame, 
That the fame objects caufe our love and hate. 
You fay you cannot love this beauteous ftranger, 
Is not my heart like your's ? 

King. Come near, my brother, 
Agd while I lean thus fondly on thy bofom 
I will difclofe my inmoft foul to thee, 
And (hew thee ev'ry fecret forrow there* 
Hove, my Aribert, I dote to death ; 
The raging flame has touch'd my heart, my brain,. 
And madnefs will enfue. 

Ar'ib. 'Tis moil unhappy [ 
But fay, what royal maid, or Saxon born 
Or in the Britifh court, what fatal beauty, 
Can rival Rodogune's imperial charms ? 

King. 'Tis all a tale of wonder, 'tis a riddle. 
High on a throne, and royal as I am, 
I want a flave's confent to make me happy : 
Nay more, poficfs'd of her I love, or Love, 
Or {©me divinity more ftrong than Love, 
Forbids my blifs, nor have I yet enjoy'dher. 
Tho' I have taught my haughty heart to bow, 
Tho* lowly as me is, of birth obfeure, 
And of a race unknown, I oft* have offer'd 
To raife her to my throne, make her my queen, 
Yet ftill her colder heart denies my fuit, 
And weeping ftill (he anfwers/tis in vain. 

Arib. Myfterious all and dark! yet fuch is Love, 
And fuch the laws of bis.fantaftick empire ; 
The wanton boy delights to bend the mighty, 
And feoffs at the vain wifdom of the wife. 

King. Here in my palace, in this next apartment,. 
Unknown to all but this my faithful Seofrid, 
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The charmer of my. eyes, my heart's dear hope, 
Remains, at once my captive and my queen ! . 

Arib. Ha ! in your palace ! here! 

King. Ev'n here, my brother ; 
But thou, thou (halt behold her, for to thee, 
As to my other felf, I truft. The cares 
Of courts and tyrant bus'nefs draw me hence, 
But Seofrid mail ilay, and to thy eyes 

\Tbe Kingjigm to Seofrid, who goes out, 
Bifclofe the fecret treafure. Oh my Aribert ! 
Thou wot not wonder what diftra&s my peace 
When thou behold'ft thofe eyes. Pity thy brother, 
And from the beach lend him thy friendly hand, 
Left while conflicting with a fea of forrows 
The proud waves overbear him and he perifh. 

Arib. Judge me, juft Heav'n ! and you, my royal bro- 
If my own life be dear to me as your's. [ tner > 

All that my fcanty pow'r can. give is your's : 
If I am circumfcrib'd by Fate, oh pity me 
That I can do no more ! for oh my King ! 
I would be worthy of a brother's name, 
Would keep up all my int'reft in your heart, 
That when I kneel before you, (as it foon 
May happen that I fhall ) when I fall proftrate, 
And doubtfully and trembling afk a boon, 
The greateft you can give or I can alk, 
I may find favour in that day before you, 
And blefs a brother's love that bids me live. 

King. Talk not of afking, but command my powt. 
By Thor, the greateft of our Saxon gods, 
I fwear the jday that fees thee join'd to Rodogune 
Shall fee thee crown'd, and partner of my throne. 
Whate'er our arms fhall conquer more in Britain 
Thine be the pow'r and mine but half the name. 
With joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield 
The wreathes and trophies of the dufty field, 
To thee I leave this nobleft iile to fway, 
And teach the ftubborn Britons to obey, 
While from my cares to Beauty I retreat, 
Drink deep the lufcious banquet, and forget 
That crowns are glorious or that kings are great. 

[Exit King> 
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Artb. (( Oh, fatal love !— curft inaufpicious flame ! 
u Thy baleful fires blaze o'er us like a comet, 
" And threaten difcord, defolation, rage, 
" And moft malignant mifchief."— Lov'd by Rodogune ! 
What I ! — muft I wed Rodogune ! — Oh mifery ! 
" Fantaftick cruelty of hoodwink'd Chance !" 

There is no end of thought the labyrinth winds, 

And I am loft for ever Oh ! where now, 

Where is my Ethelinda now! that dear one 

That gently us'd to breathe the founds of peace, 
" Gently as dews defcend or {lumbers creep," 
That us'd to brood o'er my tempeftuous foul 
And hum me to a calm ? 

Enter Seofrid otu/Ethelinda. 
Serf. Thus flill to weep 
Is to accufe my royal matter's truth : 
He loves you with the beft the nobleft meaning, 
With honou r 
Ethel. Keep, oh! keep him in that thought, 

And fave me from pollution. Let me know 

AH miferics befide, each kind of forrow, 

" And prove me with variety of pains, 

" Whips, racks, and flames," for I was born to fuffer, 

And when the meafure of my woes is full, 

That Pow'r in whom I truft will fet me free. 
Arib, It cannot be — no, 't is illufion all ; [Seeing her* 

Some mimick fantom wears the lovely form, 

Has learn 'd the mufick of lier voice to mock me, 

To ftrike me dead with wondei and with fear, 
Ethel. And do I fee thee then, my Lord ! my Aribert! 

What! once more hold thee in my trembling arms! 

Here let my days and here my forrows end : 

I have enough of life. 

' Serf. Ha! " what is this! 

" But mark a little farther." 
Ethel. Keep me here, 

Oh ! bind me to thy breaft, and hold me faft, 

For if we part once more 'twill be for ever. 

It is not to be told what ruin follows, 

Tis more than death, 'tis all that we can fear, 

And we (hall never never meet again. 
Arib. Then here, thus folded in each other's arms, 
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Here, let us here refolve to die together, 

Defy the malice of our cruel fate, 

And thus preferve the facred bond inviolable 

" Which Heav'n and Love ordain'd to laft for ever." 

But 'ti* in vain, 'tis torn, 'tis broke already, 

" And envious Hell, with its more potent malice, 

" Has ruin'd and deform'd the beauteous work of Heav'n;* 

Elfe wherefore art thou here ? tell me at once, 

And fir ike me to the heart ■ But 'tis too plain ; 

I read thy wrongs ■ I read the horrid inee ft 

Seof. " Ha ! inceft faid he ? ineeft".— [Afiit* 

Ethel. 6h4 forbear i 

The dreadful impious found ; I make with horrour 
To hear it nam'd. Guard me thou gracious Heav'n ! 
Thou that haft been my fure defence till now, 
Guard me from hell, and that its blackeft crime. 

Arib. Yes, ye celeftial hofi, ye faints and angels, 
She is your care, you minifters of goodnefs! 
For this bad world is leagu'd with hell againft her, 

And only you can fave her. 1 myfelf, [To Ethel 

Ev'n I, am fworn thy foe ; I have undone thee; 
My fondnefs now betrays thee to deftru&ion* 

Ethel, Then all is bad indeed. 

Arib. Thou feeft it not: 
My heedlefs tongue has talk'd away thy life ; 
And mark the minifter of both our fates, 

[Pointing to Seof rid. 
Mark with what joy he hugs the dear difcov'ry, 
And thanks my folly for the fatal fecret: 
•* Mark how already in his working brain 
" He forms the well-concerted fcheme of mifchief : 
" 'Tis fix'd, 't is done, and both are doom'd to death"— 

And yet there is a paufe If graves are fiknt, 

And the dead wake not to moleft the living, 
Be death thy portion — die, and with thee die 
The knowledge of our loves. 

[Aribert catches hold of Seof rid with one hand, with the 
other draws hisfword, and holds it to his breafl. 

Seof What means my Lord ? 

Ethel. Oh, hold ! for mercy's fake reftrain thy hand ! 

[Holding bis. hand. 
. 6 
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Blot not thy innocence with guiltlefs blood. 
What would thy rafh thy frantick rage intend? 

Arlh. Thy fafety and my own 

Ethel Truft 'em to Heav'n. 

Seof. Has then my hoary head deferv'd no better 
Than to behold my royal mailer's fon 
Lift up his armed hand againft my life ? 
Oh Prince ! oh ! wherefore burn your eyes ? and why, 
Why is your fweeteft temper turn'd to fury ? 

Arib. Oh ! thou haft feen and heard and known too much, 
Haft pry'd into the fecret of my*heart, 
And foundthe certain means of my undoing. 

Seof. " Where is the merit of ray former life, 
" The try'd experience of my faithful years ? 
" Are they forgot, and can I be that villain ? 

Arib. " Thou wert my father's old his faithful fervant." 

Seof. Now by thy life, our empire's other hope, 
Oh, royal youth ! I fwear my heart bleeds for thee ; 
Nor can thi* object of thy fond defire, 
This lovely weeping fair, be dearer to thee 
Than thou art to thy faithful Seofrid. 
I faw thy love, I heard thy tender for rows, 
With fomewhat like an anxious father's pity, 
With cares, and with a thoufand fears for thee. 

Arib. « What !" is it poffiblel * 

Seof Of all the names 
Religion knows point the moft facred out, 
And let me fwear by that. 

Arib. I would believe thee. 
forgive the madnefs of my firft defpair. 

[ Letting fall his /word. 
And if thou haft companion mew it now; 
Be now that friend, be now that father to me, 
Be now that guardian angel, which I want; 
Have pity on my youth, and fave my love. 

Seof Firft then, to ftay tKefe fudden gufts of paflion 
That hurry you from reafon, reft afTur'd 
The fecret of your love lives with me only. 
The dangers are not fmall that feem to threaten you, 
Yet would you truft you to your old man's care 
I durft be bold to warrant yet your fafety. 

Arib. « Perhaps the ruling hand of Heav'n is in it, 

C 
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f ' And working thus unfeen by fecond caufes 
•' Ordains thee for its inftrument of good 
*• To me and to my love." Then be it fo, 
I truft thee with my life ; but oh ! yet more, 
** I truft thee with a treafure that tranfcendi* 
" To infinite degrees the life of Aribert ;" 
I truft thee with the partner of my foul, 
My wife, the kindeft, dear eft, and the trueft, ' 
That ever wore the name. 

Seof. Now bleffings on you 

May peace of mind and mutual joys attend 
To crown your fair affe&ions 1 may the forrows 
That now lit heavy on you pafs away, 
And a long. train of fmiling years fucceed 
To pay-you for the paft ! Tet let me ajk> 
For wonder Jtill poffefles all my mind, 
Whence and how grew your loves ? 

Arib* It was my chance, 
On that diftinguifh'd day when valiant Flavian, 
A name renown'd among the Britifh chiefs, 
Fell by the fwords of our victorious Saxons, 
To refcue. this his daughter from the violence 
Of the fierce foldier's rage. " Nor need I teH thee, 
" For thou thyfelf behold'ft her, that I lov'd her, 
" Lov'd her, and was belov'd." Our meeting hearts 
Con fen ted foon, and marriage made us one. 
Her holy faith and Chriftiaii crofs, oppos'd 
Againft the Saxon gods, join'd with the memory 
Of the dread king my father's fierce command, 
Urg'd me to feek my Ethelinda's fafety, 
And hide her from the world. Juft to my wifh, 
Beneath the friendly covert of a wood, 
Clofe by whofe fide the filver Medway ran, 
I found a little pleafant lonely cottage, 
A manfion fit foy Innocence and Love, 
Had but a guard of angels dwelt around it 
To keep off Violence — but forc'd from thence— 
By whom betray'd — why I behold her here— ■ 
There I am loft— — 

Ethel. There my fad part begins. 
Jti was the fecond morn fince thou hadft left me 
When thro' £he wood I took my ufual way 
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To feek the coolncfs of the wellfpread fliade 

That overlooks the flood. On a fear branch 

Low bending to the bank I fat me down, 

Mufing and itill; my hand fuftain'd my head, 

My eyes were fix'd upon the paifing ft ream, 

And all m^ thoughts were bent on heav'n and thee, 

When fudden thro' the woods a bounding (lag 

Rufh^d headlong down and plung'd amidft the river; 

Nor far behind, upon a foaming horfe, 

There followed hard a man of royal port ; 

I rofe, and would have fought the thicker wood, 

But while I hurry 'd on my hafty flight 

My heedlefs feet deceiv'd me, and I fell : 

Straight leaping from his horfe he rais'd me up. 

" Surpris'd and troubled at the fudden chance 

" I hegg'd he would permit me to retire, 

" But he with furious wild diforder'd looks," 

With eyes and glowing vifage flaming flame, 

" Swore 'twas impoflible ; he ne?er would, 

" He could not leave me ; with ten thoufand ravings*, . 

" The didates of his loofer rage. At length" 

He feiz'd my trembling hand ; I fhriek'd and call'd 

To Heav'n for aid, when in a lucklefs hour 

Your faithful fervants, Adelmar and Kehwald, 

Came up, and loft their lives in my defence. 

Arib. Where will the horrour of thy tale have end? 

Ethel The furious King, (for fuch I found he was) 
By thi*e attendants join'd, bore me away, 
Refiftlefs, dying, fenfelefs with my fears. 
Since then, a wretched captive, I deplore 
Our common woes, for mine I know are thine. 

Arib. " Witnefs the forrows of the prefcnt hour, 
" The fears that rend cv'n now my laboring heart, 
" For thee and for myfelf. And yet, alas ! 
" What are the prefent ills compar'd to thofe 
" That yet remain behind for both to fuffer ? 
" Think where thy helplefs innocence is lodg'd ; 
" The rage of lawlefs pow'r and burning luft 
" Are bent on thee ; *t is hell's important caufe, 
41 And all its blackeft fiends are arm'd againft thee. 

Ethel, " *Tis terrible ! my fears are mighty on me, 
" 4nd all the coward woman trembles in me. 

Cij 
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* • But oh ! when hope and neverfailing faith 

*' Revive my fainting foul, and lift my thought 

" Up to yon* azure iky and burning lights above, 

" Methinks I read my fafety written there ; 

" Methinks I fee the warlike hoft of heav'n 

" Radiant in glitt'ring arms and beamy gold, 

" The great angelick pow'rs, ga forth by bands 

" To fuccour truth and innocence below ; 

" Hell trembles at the fight, and hides its head ~" 

" In utmoil darknefs, while on earth each heart 

" Like mine is fill'd with peace and joy unutterable." 

Seof. Whatever gods there be their care you are ; 
Nor let your gentle breaft harbour one thought 
Of outrage from the King:- his noble nature, 
Tho' warm, tho' fierce, and prone to fudden paflionf, 
Is jull and gentle when the torrent rage 
Ebbs out and cooler reafon comes again. 
Should he, (which all ye holy pow'rs avert!)- 
Urg'd by his love, rufh on to impious force* 
If th£t mould happen, in that laft extreme 
On peril of my life I will afliil you, 
And you (hall find your fafety in your flight. 

Arlb. Oh !_guard her innocence ; let all thy care 
Be *watchful to preferve her from difhonour. 

Seof. Reft on my diligence and caution fafe. 
Ere twice the ruler of the day return 
To gild the chalky cliffs on Britain's fhore 
Some favourable moment (hall be found 
To move the King your royal brother's heart 
With the fad tender ftory of your loves. 
Till then be cheer'd, and hide your inward forrows 
With welldiffembled necefTary fmiles; 
Let the King read compliance in your looks, 
A free and ready yielding to his wifhes. . ^ 
At prefent to prevent his doubts 'twere fit 
That you fhould take a hafty leave and part. 

Ethel. What! muil we part? 

Seof, But for a few fliort hours, 
That you may meet in joy and part no more. 

Arib. Ob, fatal found ! oh, grief unknown till now! 
AVhile thou art prefent my fad heart feems lighter> 
I gaze and gather comfort from. thy beauty*, % 
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" Thy gentle eyes fend forth a quickening fpirit, 
" And feed the dying lamp of life within me ;" 
But oh! when thou are gone, and my fond eyes 
Shall feek thee all around, but feek in vain, 
What pow'r, what angel, (hall fupply thy place, 
Shall help me to fupport my forrows then, 
" And fave my foul from death ?" 

EtbeL My hfe ! my Lord ! 
What would my heart fay to thee !— — but no more 
Oh ! lift thy eyes up to that holy Pow'r 
Whole wondrous truths and majefty divine 
Thy Ethel inda taught thee firft to know, 
There fix thy faith and triumph o'er the world ; 
For who can help or who can fave befides ? 
Does not the deep grow calm and the rude north 
Be hufh'd at his command ? thro' all his works 
Does not his fervant Nature hear his voice, 
Hear and obey ? then what isimpious man 
That we mould fear him when Heav'n owns our caufe ? 
That Heav'n mall make my Aribert its care, "1 

" Shall to thy groans and fighings lend an ear," f 

And fave thee in the moment of defpair, J 

Arib. Oh ! thou haft touch'd me with the facred theme, 
And my cold heart is kindled at thy flame; 
" An a&ive hope grows bufy in my bread, 
K And fomething tells me we (hall both be bleft." 
Like thine my eyes the ftarry thrones purfue, 
Andheav'n difclosM Hands open to my viewf 
And fee the guardian angels of the good 
Reclining foft on many a golden cloud, 
To earth they feem their gentle heads to bow. 
And pity what we fuffer here below; 
" But oh ! to thee, thee mod they feem to turn, 
11 Joy in thy joys, and for thy forrows mourn ;" 
Thee, oh my love ! their common care they make, "1 
Me to their kind prote&ifcn too they take, V 

And fave me for my Ethelinda's fake. J 

[Exeunt StofridandEthehnda at one doer, Aribert at the other* 

Ciij 
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ACT III/ 
2i»&r_SEOFRlD. 
fry SeOFRID. 

W hat Is the boafted majefty of kings, 
Their godlike greatnefs, rf their fate depend 
Upon that meancft of their paffions, love? 
The pile their warlike fathers toil'd to raife, 
That noble monument of deathlefs fame, 
A woman's hand o'ertums. " The cedar thus, 
" That lifted his afpiring head to heav'n, 
" Secure, and fearlefs of the founding axe, 
" Is made the prey of worms; his root deftroy'd, 
" He finks at once to earth, the mighty ruin 
" And triumph of a wretched infecVs pow'r." 
Is there a remedy in human wifdom 
My mind has left unfought to help this evil? 
I would preferve 'em both the royal brothers; 
But if .their Fates ordain that one muft fall 
Then let my mafter ftand. This Chriftian woman 
Ay, there the mifchief comes! — " What are our gods 
•• That they permit her to defy their pow'r ? i 

" But that 's not much ; let their pridts look to that. 

" Were (he but well remov'd" But then the King— v 

Why abfence, bus'nefs, or another face, 

A thoufand things may cure him — Would 'twere done, 

" And my head fafe -That ! let me look to that" 

But fee, the hufband comes ! — HaT — not ill thought; 

It mall be try'd at leaft.- 

Enter Aribert. 
Aril. Still to this place 
My heart inclines, ftill hither turn my eyes^ 
Hither my feet unbidden find their way. 
** Like a fond mother from her dying babe 
" Forc'd by officious friends' and fervants* care, 
*' I linger at the door, and wifh to know, 
" Yet dread to hear the fate of what I love." 
Oh Seofrid. 1 doll thou not wonder much, 
And pity myVeak temper, when thou feeft me 
Thus in a moment chang'd from hot to cold, 
My active fancy glowing now with hopes, 
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Anon thus drooping, death in my pale vifage, 

My heart and my chill veins all freezing with defpair ? 

Seof I bear an equal portion of your farrows ; 
Your fears too all are mine ; and oh ! my Prince f 

I would partake your hopes, but my cold age, „ 
Still apt to fear the worft-J- 

Arib. What doll thou fear ? 

Seof " Nay, nothing worfe than what we both have 
Arib. How ! nothing ! — fpeak thy fear. [fear'd. 

Seof. ".Why— nothing now"— 
The King !— " that's all." 

Arib. The King ! — " oh, that 's too much i n 
And yet — yet there is more ; I read it plain 
In thy dark fullen vifage— " like a ftorm 
" That gathers black upon the frowning iky 
" And grumbles in the wind — But let it come, . 
i " Let the whole temped burft upon my head, 
1 " Let the fierce lightning blaft, the thunder rive nac;'* 

And oh ! 't is Aire the fear of what may come 
; Does far tranfcend the pain. 

Seof. You fear too foon, 
I And fancy drives you much too fiercely on. 
Li do not fay that what may happen will ; 
^Stance often mocks what wifely we forefee : 

" Befide&, the ruling gods are over all, 
; " And order as they pleafe their world below.'* . 
| The King 'tis true is noble — but impetuous) 

II And love, or call it by the coarfer name, 
: V Luft, is of all the frailties of our nature 

" What moil we ought to fear ; the headftrong beaft 

" Rufhes along impatient for the courfe, 

" Nor hears the rider's call nor feels the rein." 

Arib. What wouldft thou have me think ? 

Seof. Think of the word, 
Your better fortune will arrive more welcome. 
1 To fpeak then with that openrvefs of heart 
That fhould deferve your truft, I have my fears: 
What if at fome dead hour of night the King 
Intend a vifit to your weeping princefs ? 

Arib. Ha !— 

Seof. " He may go, \ is true, with a fair purpofe." 
Suppofe her funk inJo*a dqwny dumber, 
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Her beating heart juft tirM and gone to reft : 

** Methinks I fee her on her couch repos'd, 

" The lovely, helplefs, fweet, unguarded, innocence ! 

•• With gentle heavings rife her inowy breafts, 

•• Soft fteals the balmy breath, the rofy hew 

" Glows on her cheek, a deep vermilion dies 

" Her dewy lip, while Peace and fmiling Joy 

" Sit hufh'd and filent on the fleeping fair f* m 

Then think what thoughts invade the gazing King j 

Catch M with the fudden flame at once he burns, „ 

At once he flies rcfiftlefs on his prey : 

Waking (he ftarts diftra&ed with the fright, • 

To Aribert's lovM name in vain lhe flies 5 

Shrieking fhe calls her abfent lord in vain : 

The King poiTefs'd of all his furious will — 

Artb, Firft fink the tyrant -ravifher to hell ! 
Seize him ye Fiends! — firft perifh thou and I ! 
Let us not live to hear of fo much horrour: > 

The curfed deed will turn me favage wild, 
" Blot ev'ry thought of nature from my foul. 
" A brother ! — I will ruth and tear his breaft, 
" Be drunk with guftiing blood," and glut my vengeance 
With his inceftuous heart. 

Seof. It is but juft 
You mould be mov'd, for fure the thought is dreadful. 
But keep this fwelling indignation down, 
And let your cooler reafon now prevail, 
That may perhaps And outfome means of fafety. 

Artb. Talk'ft thou of fafety ! — we may talk of heav'n. 
May gaze with rapture on yon* ftany regions, 
But who mall lend us wings to reach their height-? 
Impofiible! * 

Seof. There is a way yet left, 
And only one. 

Arib. Ha ! fpeak 

9bf. Her fudden flight. I 

Artb. Oh ! by what friendly means ? be fwift to anfwer* l 
Nor wafte the precious minutes w*th delay. 

Seof. The King, now abfent from the palace, feems 
To yield a fair occafion for your wiflies: 
A private poftern opens to my gardens 
Thro* which the beauteous captive might remove* 
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Till night and a difguife fliall farther aid her 
To fly with fafety to the Britons' camp; 
'Tis true, one danger I might well object-— 

Arib. Oh ! do not, do not blaft the fpringing hope* 
Which thy kind hand has planted in my foul : 
If there be danger turn it all on me ; 
Let my devoted hea d 

Seof. Nay — " 'tis not much;" 
'Tis but my life, and I will gladly give it 
To buy your peace of mind. 

Arib. Alas! what mearr*{t thou? 

Seof, Does it not follow plain ? (hall not the King 
Turn all bis rage upon this hoary head? 
Shall not all arts of cruelty be try'd 
To find out tortures equal to my falfehood ? 
M Imagine you behold me bound and fcourg'xi, 
u My aged mufcles harrow'd up with whips, 
" Or hear me groaning on the rending rack, 
" Groaning and fcreaming with the fharpeft fenfe 
" Of piercing pain, or fee me gafh'd with knives, 
" And fear'd with burning fteel, till the fcorch'd marrow 
" Fries in the bones and fhrioking finews ftart, 
" A fmeary foam works o'er my grinding jaws, 
M And utmoft anguifh ihakes my laboring frame j" 
Forthusitmuftbe. 

Arib. Oh, my friend ! my father ! 
" It muft not be, it never can, it ilia* not." 
Wouldit thou be kind and fave my Ethelinda, 
Leave me to anfwer all my brother's fury : 
The crime, the falfehood, (hall be all my own. 

Seof. Juft to my wifh. ^ [jlfidt* 

Arib. Thou (halt accufe me to him :' 
Thou know'fl: his own admittance gave me entrance ; 
Swear that 1 ftole her, that I forc'd her from thee ; 
Frame with thy utmofl (kill fome artful tale, 
And I'll avow it all. 

Seof. Then have you thought 
Upon the danger Sir ? 

Arib. Oh ! there is none, 
Can be no danger while my love isfafe. 

Seof. Methinks indeed it leiTens to my view. 
When the firll violence of rage is over 
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The fondnefs of a brother will return, 
And plead your caufe with Nature in his heart ; 
You will, you muft be fafe ; and yet 'tis hard, 
And grieves me much I mould accufe you to him. 

Arlb. 'Tjs that muft cover the defign. But fly, 
" Lofe not a minute's time;" 
Hafte to remove her from this curfed place ; 
My faithful Ofwald fhall at night attend thee, 
And help to guard her to the Britifh camp j 
44 Thou know'ft that is not far. 

Seof. " Too near I know it." [AJide* 

Arib. She has a brother there, the noble Lucius, 
A gallant youth, and dear to brave Ambrofius; 
To his kind care refign thy beauteous charge. 

Seof. This inftant I obey you. [Going* 

Arlb. Half my fears 
Are over no w y 

Seof. One thing I had forgot. 
It will import us much that you mould feem 
Inclined to meet the love of haughty Rodogune : 
M 'Twill coil you but a little courtly flatt'ry, 
" A kind refpeftful look, join'd with a figh, 
" A few foft tender words that mean juft nothing, 
u Yet win moft womens' hearts." But fee me comes: 
Conftrain your temper Sir; be falfe, and meet her 
With her own fex's arts. Purfue your tafk, 
And doubt not all mail profper to your wifh. 

[Exit Seof rid. 

Arlb. She comes indeed ! now where mail I begin, 
How fhall I teach my tongue to frame a language 
So difPrent from my heart ? Oh Ethelinda ! 
My heart was made to fit and pair with thine, 
Simple and plain, and fraught with artlefs tendernefs j 
Form'd to receive one love, and only one t 
" But pleas'd and proud, and dearly fond of that, 
" It knows not what there can be in variety, 
" And would not if it could," 

Enter Rodogune. 

Rod. Why do I flay, 
Why linger thus within this hated place, 
Where ev'ry objeclt mocks my loathing eyes, 
And calls my injur'd glory to remembrance ? 
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The King ! the wretch ! but wherefore did I name him ! 
End out, my foul, in thy rich ftore of thought 
Somewhat more great more worthy of thyfelf, 
Or let the mimick Fancy (hew its art,** 
And paint fome pleafing image to delight me; 
Let beauty mix with majefty and youth, 
Let manly grace be tempered weH with foftnefs, 
Let Love, the god himfelf, adorn the work, 
And I will call the charming phantom Aribert. 
Oh Venus! — whither — whither would I wander? 
Be hufh'd my tongue—" Ye gods !"— 'tis he himfelf— 

[^Seeing Aribert. 

Arib. When, faireft Princefs ! you avoid our court, 
And lonely thus from the full pomp retire, 
Love and the Graces follow to your folitude, 
They crowd to form the (hi ning circle round you, 
And all the train feems your's, " while purple Majefty, 
" And. all thofe outward (hews which we call greatnefs, 
" Languifh and droop, feem empty and forfaken, 
" And draw the wond'ring gazer's eyes no more. 

Rod. " The courtier's art is meanly known in Britain 
" If your's prefent their fervice and their vows 
" At any fhrine but where their mailer kneels ; 
u You know your brother pays not his to me, 
u Nor would I that he mould. 

Arib. " The hearts of kings 
" Are plac'd, 'tis true, beyond their fubje&s* fearch ; 
" Yet might I judge by love's or reafon's rules 
" Where (hall my brother find on earth a beauty 
"Like what I now behold?" 

Rod. That you can flatter 
Is common to your fex ; you fay indeed 
We women love it — and perhaps we do : 
Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us, 
And yet, as if the fraud were pleafing to us, 

And our undoing joy ftill you go on, 

And ftill we hear you But, to change the theme, 

Ml find a fitter for you than my beauty 

Arib. Then let it be the love of royal Hengift. 

iW.TheKing,yourbrother,could not chufe an advocate 
Whom I would fooner hear on any fubjeft, 



. 
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'Bating that only one, his love, than you, j 

Tho' you perhaps (for fome have wondrous arts) 
Could foften the harm found. The firing that jars, 
When rudely touch'd, ungrateful to the fenfe, 
With pleafure feels the mailer's flying fingers, 
Swells into harmony, and charms the -hearers. . 

Arib. Then hear me fpeak of love- 

Rod. But not of his. • i 

Arid. 'Tis true I mould not grace the ilory much; 
Rude and unfkilful in the moving paffion, 
I -mould not paint its flames with equal warmth ; 
Strength, life, and glowing colours, would be wanting, 
And languid nature fpeak the work imperfect. 

Rod. Then haply yet yourbreaft remains untouch'd, 
Tho' that feems ftrange : you 'ave feen the court of Britain; , 
There, as I oft* have heard, imperial Beauty 
Reigns in its native throne like light in heav'n, j 

While all the fair ones of the neighb'ring world j 

With feeond luftre meanly feem to mine, ! 

The faint reflections of the glory there. *i 

Arib. If e'er my heart incline to thoughts of love 
Methinks I mould not (tho' perhaps I err) 
Expect to meet the gentle paffion join'd 
With pomp and greatnefs : courts mayboaft of beauty, 
But Love is feldom found to dwell amongft 'cm. 

Rod, Then courts are wretched. 

Arib. So they feem to Love : 
From pride, from wealth, from bus'nefs, and from pow'r, 
Loathing he flies, and feeks the peaceful village ; 
He feeks the cottage in the tufted grove, 
The ruflet fallows and the verdant lawns, 
The clear cool brook and the deep woody glade, 
Bright winter fires and fummer ev'ning fun ; 
Thefe he prefers to gilded roofs and crowns : 
Here he delights to pair the'eonflant fwain 
With the fweet unaffected yielding maid; 
Here is his empire, here his choice to reign, 
Here, where he dwells with Innocence and Truth. 

Rod.To minds which know no better thefe are joy** 
But princes fure are born with nobler thoughts. 
Love is in them a flame that mounts to heav'n, 
And feeks its fource divine and kindred ftars ; 
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That urges on the mortal man to dare, 

Kindles the vail defires of glory in him, 

And makes ambition's facred fires burn bright ; 

Nor you, howe'er your tongue difguife your heart* 

Have meaner hopes than thefe. 

Arti. Mine have been (till 
Match 'd with my birth, a younger brother's hopes. 

Rod. " Nay more ; methinks I read your future great nefs, 
"And like fome bard infpirM I could foret el 
« What wondrous things our gods referve for you. 
"Perhaps ev'n now your better ftars arc join'd, 
<( Aufpicions Love and Fortune now confpire 
41 At once to crown you and beftow that greatnefc 
* Which partial Nature at your birth deny'd." 
Enter the King, Guards, and ether Attendants. 

King. She muft, (he (hall, be found, tho' fhe be funk 
Deep to the centre, tho* eternal Night 
" Spread wide her fable wing -to (hade her beauties 
" And (hut me from her -fight." But fay, thou traitor, 
Thou that hait made the name of Friendlhip vile. 
And broke the bonds of duty and of nature, 
Where haft thou hid thy theft ? — " So young fo falfe— 
" Have I not been a father to thy youth, 
" And lov'd thee with a more than brother's love ? 
" Andum I thus repaid I"— -But bring her forth, 
OrJ>y our gods thou dy'ft* 

Rod. What means this rage ? C^ftfc 

Artb. Then briefly tr us. You are my king and brother; 
The^names which moft I reverence on earth, 
And fear offending moft ; yet to defend 
My honour and my love from violation 
O'er ev'ry bar refiftlefs will I rum, 
And in defpite of proud tyraiHiick pow'r 
Seize and affert my right. 

King. What, thine! thy righti 
"Riddles and tales!" 

Artb. Mine by the deareft tie, 
By holy marriage mine : (he is my wife* 
' Rod. " Racks, tortures madnefs, fcize me ! Oh/* con> 
fufion! L4fide\ 

Artb. I fee thy heart fwells, and thy flaming vifage 
Reddens with, rage at this unwelcome truth j 

D 
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But fi nee I know my Ethel inda fafe 

I have but little care for what may happen : 

" To-morrow may be Heav'n's— or your's to take;" 

If this day be my laft, why farewell life, 

I hold it well beftow'd for her I love. 

Rod. " May forrow, fhame, and ikknefs, overtake her, 
4t And all her beauties like my hopes be blafted." \_Afide* 

King. So brave ! but I (hall find the means to tame you, 
To make thee curfe thy folly, curfe thy love, 
And to the dreadful gods who reign beneath 
Devote thy fatal bride* She is a Chriftian, 
Remember that fond boy, and then remember 
That facred vow which perjur'd as thou art 
Proftrate at Woden's altar, and invoking 
With folemn Runick rights our country's gods, 
Thou mad'ft in prefence of our royal father. 

Arib* Yes, I remember well the impious oath, % 
Hardly extorted from my trembling youth, 
When burning with mifguided zeal the king 
Compell'd my knee to bend before his gods, 
And fore'd us both to fwear to what we knew not. 

King. Now by the honours of the Saxon race,' 
•• A long and venerable line of heroes!" 
I fwear thou art abandon'd, loft to honour, 
" And fall'n from ev'ry great and godlike thought. 
" Some whining coward prieft has wrought upon thee, 
4C And drawn thee from our brave forefathers' faith," 
Falfe to our gods as to thy king and brother. 

Arib. 'Tis inuch beneath my courage and my truth 
To borrow any mean difguife from falfehood : 
No ! — *t is my glory that the Chriftian light 
Has dawn'd, like day, upon my darker mind, 
And taught my foul the nobleil ufe of reafon, 
•' Taught her to foar aloft, to fearch, to know, 
•' That vaft eternal fountain of her being," 
Then warm with indignation to defpife 
The things you call our country's gods, to fcora 
And trample on their ignominious altars. 

King. 'Tis well Sir — Impious , boy ! — Ye Saxon godst 
And thou,-oh royal Hengiit ! whofe dread will 
And injur'dmajelly I now afTert, 
Hear and be prefent to roy juftice ; hear mc 
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While thus I tow to your offended deities 

This traitor's life : he dies, nor ought on earth 

Saves his devoted head. One to the priefts, [Exit a Gent* 

Bid 'em be fwift, and drefs their bloody altars 

With ev'ry circumftance of tragick pomp, 

To-day a royal vi&im bleeds upon 'em : 

Rich (hall the fmoke and deeming gore afcend 

To glut the vengeance of our angry gods. % 

Rod. " At once ten thoufand racking paffions tear me^ 
" And my heart heaves as it would burft my bofom." 
Oh! can I, can I, hear him doom'd to death, 
Nor ftir nor breathe one fingle found to fave him i 
It won't be — and my fierce haughty foul, 
Whate'er me fuffers, ftill difdains to bend, 
To fue to the " curs'd" hated tyrant King. 
Oh love i oh glory !— Wouldft thou die'Qius tamely ? 

[ToAribert* 
Is life fo fmall a thing, fo mean a boon, 
Asis not worth the afking?— " Thou ajtjilent j 
tt Wilt thou not plead for life ?"-r-Entreat the tyrant. 
And waken nature in his iron heart. 

Arib. Life has fo little in it good or pkafingt 
That fince it feems not worth a brother's care 
Tib hardly worth my alking. 

King. Seize him guards 
And bear him to his fate. 

[Guards feize Aribert and bear him qffi 

Rod. Yet, Hengift, know 
If thou (halt dare to .touch his precious life, 
Know that the gods and Rodogune prepare 
The fharpeft fcourges of vindictive war : 
Fly where thou wilt the fword mall ftill purfue 
With vengeance to a brother's murder due : 
Driv'n out from man, and mark'd for publick fcorrv 
Thy ravim'd fceptre vainly (halt thou mourn ; 
/ And when at length thy wretched life (hall ceafe, 
When in the filent grave thou hop'ft for peace, 
Think not the grave mail hide thy hated head, ** 

Still, ftill I will purfue thy fleeting (hade ; > 

I curs'd thee living and I '11 plague thee dead. J 

[Exit Rod. 
Dij 
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King. " On to the temple with him:" let her rate 
And prophefy ten thoufand thoufand horrours ; 
I could join with her now,, and bid 'em come ; 
They fit the prefent fury of my foul. 
*• The ftings of love and rage are hVd within, 
" i\nd drive me on to madnefs. Earthquakes, whirlwind*, 
" A gen'ral wreck of Nature, now would pleafe me !" 
For oh ! not all the driving wintry war* 
When the ffcorm groans and bellows from afar, 
" When thro' the gloom the glancing lightnings, fly, 
" Heavy the rattling thunders roll on, high,. 
" And teas and earth mix. with the dufky iky* 
Not all thofe warring elements we fear 
Are equal to the inborn tempeft here, _ 
Fierce as the thoughts which mortal man control 
When love and rage contend and tear the lab'ring foul. 

Exeunt* 



ACT IV. 

14 The Scene is a temple adorned according to the fuperflition 
" of the ancient Saxons; in the middle are placed their three 
il principal idols Thor, Woden> and Freya. Muficlh 
** heard at a diftance, as of the. pricjls preparing for thejk' 
" crificeJ 9 

Scene, aprifon* 

2?iifer Aribsrtv 

Aribert. 
All night the bloody priefts, a dreadful band! 
Haye watch'd, intent upon their horrid rites, 
" With many a dire and. execrable pray'r 
•• Calling the fiends beneath, the fullen demons 
" That dwell in darknefs deep, and, foes to man, 
'• Delight in reeking dreams of human gore ; 
" Now huddled on a heap they murmur 'd hoarfe, 
" And hilling whifper'd round their myftick charms;. 
" And now, as if by fudden madnifs ftruck, 
" With fcreaming fhrill they (hook the vaulted roof*. 
u And vex'd the ftill, the filent, folemn, midnight.. 
" Such, fure, in everlaiiing flames below,. 
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* Such are the groans of poor lamenting ghofts* 
" And fuch the howlings of the laft defpair. 

* Anon to founds of wo and magick firings 

" They danc'd in wild fantaftick meafures round, 
11 Then all at once they bent their ghaftly vifages 
" On me, and yelling thrice they cry'd out Aribert V 9 
I have endur'd their horrours — And at length 
See the night wears away, and cheerful rnon*, 
All fweet and frefh, fpreads from the rofy eaft ; 
Fair nature feems revived, and ev'n my heart 
Sits light and jocund at the day's return, 
And fearlefs waits an end of all its fufferings. 
Enter one of the Guards, he delivers a letter to Aribert* 
Guard* From Ofwald this, on peril of my life, 
I have engag'd to render to your hands. [Exit. 

Arib. reads r\ " Seofrid has been ju ft to his word ; he has 

* delivered the fair Ethelinda to my charge : we havehap- 
" pity paffc all the guards, and hope in two hours to react 
" the firitons* camp*. 

" From your faithful Ofwald** 

Then thou haft nothing left on earth, my foul, 

Worthy thy farther care. Why do I ftay r 

Why linger then, and want my heav'n fb long? 

To live is to continue to be wretched, 

And robs me of a great and glorious death. 

Enter Rodogune with an Officer; he /peaks to her entering 

Off. Thus Offa to his beauteous filter fends j 
Depend upon a brother's love and care 
To further all you wifh. 

■ &w/."Fiswell;berfcar, {Ex* Officer* 

And wait my farther order. " Sec, my heart, 

* See there thy deafeft choice, thy fond defire:" 
See with how clear a brow, what cheerful grace, 
With all hi* native fweetnefs undiiturb'd* 

The noble youth attends his harder fate ! 

I came to join my friendly grief with your's, [7i Arilerh 

To curfe your tyrant brother, and deplore 

Your youthful hopes thus all untimely blafted : 

But you, I fee, have learn'd to fcorn your danger; 

You wear a face of triumph not of mourning. 

Has death fo little in it? 

Diij 
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Anb. Oh ! *t is nothing 
To minds that weigh it well: the vulgar fear it, 
And yet they know not why, fince never any 
Did from that dark and doubtful land as yet 
Turn back again to tell us 'tis a pain. . 

To me it feenmlike a long wifiVd-for happinefs 
Beyond what ev'n our expectation paints : 
'Tis comfort to the foul* 'tis peace, 'tis reft; 
" It comes, like dumber to the fick man's eyes ; . 
" Burning and reftlefs with a fever's rage 
" All night he tones on his weary bed, 
" He tells the tedious minutes aa they, pafs, 
" And turns, and turns, and feeks for eafe in vain $, 
" But if at morning's dawn fweet fleep falls on him*. 
4 * Think with what pleafure he refigns his fenfes, 
"* Sinks to his pillow,, and forgets his pain !" 

Rod: Perhaps it may be fuch a ftate of indolence, 
But fare the active foul mould therefore fear it. 
" The gods have dealt unjuftly with their creatures 
" If barely they beftow a wretched being, 
" And fcatter not fome pleafures with the pain 
" To make it worth their keeping." Is there nothing 
Could make you wifh to live ?, 

Arib. Obuyes! there is, 
There is a bl effing I could wifh to live for*. 
To live for years, for ages, to enjoy it ; 
But far, alas ! divided from my arms, 
It leaves the world a wildernefs before me,. 
With nothing worth denVing. 

Rod. "Dull and cold! 
" Or cold at leaft to me; dull, dull indifference." \J§lk 
What if fome pitying pow'r look down from heav'n 
And kindly vifit your afflicted fortunes? 
What if it fend fome unexpected aid, 
" Scone gen'rous heart and fome prevailing hand 
" Willing to fave and mighty to defend, 
*' Who from the gloomy confines of the grave 
*' Timely fhall fnatch fhall bring you back to life,** 
And raife you up to empire and to love ? 

Arib. The wretched have few friends, at leaft on earth; 
Then what have I to hope I 

Rod. Hope ev'ry thing, 
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" Hope all that merit fuch aa your** may claim, 

" Such as commands the world, exacts their homage, 

" And makes eVn all the good and brave your friends. - 

Arib. " And can you then vouchfafe to flatter mifcrry 
" T' enrich fq fall'n fo loft, a thing as I am. 
" With the fweet breath of praife? So pious virgins 
(( Rob the whole fpring to make their garlands fine, 
" Then hang them on a fenfelefs marble tomb." *> 

Rod. A burning purple fldhes o'er my face, 
And fhame forbids my tongue, or I would fay 
That I — oh Aribert ! — I am thy friend. 
Yet wherefore fhould I bluih to*own the thought? 
For who — who would not be the friend of Aribert I 

Arib. Why is this wondrous goodnefs loft on me I 
Why is this bounty lavifh'd on a bankrupt, 
Who has not left another hour of life 
To pay the mighty debt ? 

ito/. "Ohlletjncyet,, * 

u Yet add to it, and fwell the Aim yet higher, 
u Nor doubt but Fate (hall find the means to pay it." 
Know then that I have pafs'd this livelong night 
Sleeplefs and anxious with my cares for thee : 
The gods have fure approv'd the pious thought, 
And crown'd it with fuccefs, fince I have gain'd 
Alfred, the chief of mighty Woden's priefU* 
To find a certain way for thy efcape. 
. One of the facred habits is at hand 
Prepar'd for thy difguife ; the holy man 
Attends to guide thee to my brother's camp : 
llyfelf — oh I yet lie ftill my beating heart— \+Afide. 
Whatever dangers chance, myfelf will be 
The partner and the guardian of thy flight. 

Arib. Now what return to. make— Oh! let me fink 
With all thefe warring thoughts, together in me, 
Bluihingta earth, and hide the vaft confofion ! 

Rod. Ye gods! he anfwers not, but hangs, his. head 
Infullen filence — See ! he turns away, 
And bends his gloomy vifage to the earth. 
To what am I betray 'd? Oh fhame,. dishonour, 
And more than woman's weaknefs! he has feen me, 
Seen my fond heart, and fcorns the eafy prize. 
" Blaft me, ye lightnings \ ftrike me to the centre, 
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u Drive, drive me down, down to the depths beneath; 
" Let me not live nor think — let me not think, 
•* For I have been defpis'd— Ten thoufand thoufand, 
V And yet ten thoufand curfes— Oh ! my folly — ' 

Artb. " Thus let me fall thus lowly to the earth, 

[KrucBng. 
•* In humble adoration of your goodnefs, 
•• Thus with my lateft accents breathe your name, 
•• And blefs you ere I die*" Oh Rodogune, 
Fair royal maid ! to thee be all thy wifhes, 
Content and everlafting peace dwell with thee, 
And ev'ry joy be thine, nor let one thought 
Of this ungrateful this unhappy Aribert 
Remain behind to call a fudden figh 
Or ftain thee with a tear. Behold I go, 
Dooih'd by eternal Fate, to my long reft \ 
Then let my name too die, fink to oblivion* 
And deep in filence with me in the grave. 

Rod. Doft thou not wifh to live i 

Arib. I cannot* 

Rod. Why? 
Behold I give thee life 

Artb. And therefore— oh t 
Therefore I cannot take it ! I dare $Lt r 
But dare not be oblig'd. 1 dare not owe 
What I can never render back. Ethelinda! 

Rod. "Confufion!" 
Is then the bleffing life become a curfe 
When offered to thee by my baleful hand i 

Artb. " Oh no ! for you are all that 's good and gracious p 
" Nature, that makes your fex the joy of ours, 
•* Made you the pridcof both ; (he gave you fweetnefo 
M So mix'd with ftrength, with majefty fo rais'd, 
" To make the willing world confefs your empire, 
" And love while they obey: nor ftaid (he there* 
" But to the body fitted fo the mind 
** As each. were fafhion'd fingly to excel, 
•* As if fo fair a form difdain'd to harbour 
" A foul lefs great, and that great foul could find 
" Nothing fo like the heav'n from whence it came 
" As that fair form to dwell in. . 

Rod. " Soothing founds I 
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" Delightful flattery from him we love; 

M But what are thcfe ttf my impatient hopcsi [Aftde. 

Arib. " Yet wherefore mould this mighty mafsof wealth, 
" Be vainly plac'd before my wond'ring eyes, 
" Since I muft ne'er poflefs it> fince my heart 
<c Once giv'n can ne'er return, can know no name 
"But Ethelinda, only Ethelinda? 
" Fix'd to its choice* and obftinately conftant, 
11 It liftens not to any other call : 
" So rigid hermits that forfake the world 
" Are deaf to glory, greatnefs, pomps, and pleafures ; 
" Severe in zeal, and infolently pious, • 
a They let attending princes vainly wait, 
" Knock at their cells, and lure them forth in vain." 

Rod. How is (he form'd, with what fuperiour grace* 
This rival of my love ? What envious, god, 
In fcorn of Nature's wretched works below, 
Isiprov'd and made her more than half divine i 
M now has he taught her lips to breathe ambrofia i 
u How dy*d her blumes with the morning's red, 
u And cloth'd herwith the faireft beams of light," 
To make her ihine beyond me ? 

Arib. Spare the theme. 

Rod. " But then her mind! Ye Gods ! which of you all 
" Could make that great and fit to rival mine ? 
"What more thau heav'nly fire informs the mafs ?" 
Hasihe a foul can dare beyond our £ex, 
Beyond ev'n man himfelf, can dare like, mine I 
Can (he refolve to bear the fecret ftings 
Offhame and confeious pride, diftra&ing rage> 
And all the deadly pangs of love defpis'd I 
Oh no ! (he cannot, nature cannot bear it ; [Weeping 
" It finks eVn roe, the torrent drives me down, 
." The native greatnefs of my fpirit fails, 
" Thus melts, and thus runs gulhing thro' my eyes, 
" The floods of forrow^drown my dying voice, 
u And I can only call thee— cruel Aribert ! 

Arib. " Oh thou, juft Heav'n ! if mortal man may dare 
" To look into thy great decrees, thy fate,, 
* Were it not better I had never been 
" Than thus to bring affli&ion and misfortune, 
" Tim* curfe what thou hadft made fo good and fair f ; 
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Rod. But fee the King and cruel train appear. 
Nor can I fave thee now: thou haft thy wiihj [To Arib* 
But what remains for mc?" My heart beats faft, 
" And f wells impatient at the' tyrant's fight: 
" My blood, erewhile at ebb, now flows again, 
" And with new rage I burn." Since love is loft 
Come thou, Revenge ! fucceed thou to my bofom* 
And reign in all my foul. Yes, I will find her, 
This fatal fhe, for whom I am defpis'd. 
Look that (he be your mafterpiece ye Gods ! 
Let each celeftial hand fome grace impart 
To this rare pattern of your forming art ; 
Such may fhe be my jealous rage to move, 1 

Such as you never made till now to prove > 

A victim worthy my offended love. Exit Rod. J 

Enter at the other door the King, Guards, and other At' 
tendanis. 

King. Haft thou bethought thee yet perfiduous boy I 
Won't thou yet render back thy theft? Confider 
The precipice is juft beneath thy feet; 
'Tie but a moment and I dafli thee off 
To plunge for ever in eternal darknefs. 
Somewhat like Nature has been bufy here, 
And made a ftruggle for thee in my foul ; 
Redone my love, and be again my brother. 

Arib. " Rage and the violence of lawlefs paffion 
" Have blinded your clear reafon, wherefore elfe , 
" This frantick wild demand?" What ! mould I yield, 
Give up my love, my wife, my Ethelinda, 
To an inceftuous brother's dire embrace ? 
Oh horrour ! — But 'to bar the impious thought, 
Know Heav'n and brave Ambrofius are her guard : 
Ere this her flight hath reach'd the Britons' camp* 
And found her fafety there. 

King. Fled to the Britons! 
Oh mo ft accurfed traitor ! Let her fly 
Far as the early dayipring in the eaft, 
" Or to the utmoft ocean, where the fun 
*• Defcends to other ikies and worlds unknown," 
Ev'n thither (hall my love take wing and follow 
To feize the flying fair. The Britons ! — Gods ! 
Shall they withhold her ?— firft my anas ihall make 
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Their ifland to the centre. But for thee, 
Think'ft thou to awe me with .that phantom inceft ? 
Such empty names may fright thy coward,foul, 
. But know that mine difdains 'em. Bind him ftraight. 

[TotbePrieft. 
i " I won't lofe another thought about thee* [ToAribert. 
\ u Begin the rites," 
! And drag him to yon* bofrakar, where 
> Stand mmi/F ring priejl* to die the hallow'd ftecl 
Peep til his Chriftian blood. The gods demand him* 

drib. Why then, no more : but if we meet again, 
Aswhen the day of great account (hall come 
Perhaps we may, may'ft thou* find mercy there 
More than thou mcw'ft thy brother here. Farewell. 

King. " Farewell." To death with him, " and end the 
dreamer. [ The Priefie bindAribert, and lead him to 
the altar , while the folemn mufick is playing." 
Enter Seof&id. 

Seof. Stay! " Hafte and break off your inaufpicioua 
The inftant dangers fummon you away, [rites j" 

Definition threatens in our frighted ftreets, 
And the gods call to arms. 

King. What means the fear 
That trembles in thy pale thy haggard vifage ? 
Speak out, and eafe this labour of thy foul. 

Seof. Oh fly my Lord ! the torrent grows upon us, 
And. while I {peak we're loft : fierce Offa comes, 
Prom ev'ry part his crowding enfigns enter, 
And this way waving bend. With idle arms 
Your ibidiers carelefs (land and bid 'em pafs ; 
|* Some join, but all refufe to arm againft 'em ; 
I" They call 'em Friends, Companions, and their Country 
A chofen band, led by the haughty princefs, [men. 
Imperious Rodogune, move fwiftly hither 
To intercept your paflage to the palace : 
That only ftrength is left, then fly to reach it, 
!_ King. Curs'd chance i but hafte, difpatch that traitor 4 
They fha' not bar my vengeance. [ftraight $ 

Serf. Sacred Sir! 
Think only on your fafety. For the prince 
Your crown, but more your love,, a thouiand reafons, 
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All urge you to defer his fate : time prefles, 
Or I could fpeak 'em plain. 

King. Then Jiear me Soldier; 
I give him to thyoharge. 

Seof. " They come my Lord." [Short. 

King. Look to him. well, for by yon* dreadful altars 
Thy life fhall pay for his if he efcape : 
Firft kill him* plunge thy poignard in his bofom, 
And fee thy King revenged. 

[Exeunt Kjng, Seofrid, Gusrds, and Attendants* 

FirftOf. Be cheerM my Lord, 
Nor keep one doubt of me ; I am your flare. 
The King ib fled, and with him all your dangers: 
Fate has referv'd you for fomc glorious purpofe, 
And fee your guardian goddefs comes to fave you, 
To break your bonds, and make you ever happy. 
Enter Rodoguns and Soldiers* 

Rod. Well have our arms prcvail'-d ; behold he lives, 
Ungrateful as he is, by me he lives ! 
Do I not come with too officious hafte - [To AribtrU 
Once more to prefs the burden life upon you, 
To offer with an idiot's importunity 
The naufeous benefit you Tarni'd before ? 

Aril. If I.refus'd the bleffing from your hands 
Think it not rudely done with fullen pride, 
Since life and you are two of HeavVs beft gffts; 
Yet both mould be receiv'd; both kept ^ with honour. 

Rod. " However live— yeB, I will bid thee IWc ; 
u No matter what enfues. Fly far away, 
*' Forget mei blot my name from thy remembrance, 
" And think thou ow'ft me nothing— What ! in bonds! 
** Well was the tafk referv'd for me : but thus 
u I break thy chain— —would I could break my own." 

Enter an Officer ». 
Offi. A party of our horfe that late went forth 
To mark the order of the Britons' camp 
Met in their courfe fomc fervants of the King, 
For fo they call'd themfelves : ours judg'd 'em traitor^ 
^And would have feizM, as flying to the foe : 
After a (harp refiftance fome efcap'd, 

3 
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The reft, for fo your princely brother wills 
Without attend your order. 

Rod. Let 'era enter. 
A woman! * 

Enter Ethelinda, with Guards* 

Ethel. Is there then an end of forrows ? 

[Running to jfriberU 
Has then that cruel Chance that long purfu'd me, 
That vex'd me with her various malice long, 
Been kind at laft, and bled me to my wifh, 
Lodg'd me once more within thy faithful arm* ! 

Arib. Oh, my foreboding heart ! oh, fatal meeting \ 

Ethel Why droops my love, my Lord, my Aribert t 
Why doll thou figh and prefs me? and oh ! wherefore, 
Wherefore thefe tears that ftain thy manly vifage? 
They told me Heav'n had drove for thy deliverance, 
Had rais'd thee up fome kind fomc great preferver, 
To lave thee from thy cruel brother's hand: . 
Why therefore doft thou mourn when thou art bleft^ 
Or does fome new affliction wound thee ? fay; 
Perhaps I am the caufe. 

Rod. By all the tortures, 
The pangs, that rend my groaning brcaft, *tis (he, ■ 
Mycurs'd my happy rival! 4t See the Siren, 
11 See how with eager eyes he drinks her charms; 
" Mark how he liftens to her fweet allurements ; 
" She winds herfelf about his eafy heart, 
"And melts him with her foft enchanting tongue.'* 

Ethel. Wot thou not anfwer yet? 

drib. Oh EthelindaJ 
Why art thou here ? is this the Britons' camp? 
Is Lucius here ? haft thou a brother here 
To guard thy helplefs innocence from wrong! 

£tbel. Have I not thee ? 

Arib. Me ! w hat can I do for thee i 

For we are wretched both. 

Rod. I '11 dbubt no more : 
My jealous heart confeffes her its foe, 
And beats and rifes, eager to oppofe her; 
Nor (hall me triumph o'er me : " No, ye Gods I 
" If I am doom'xl by you to be a wretch 
il She toolhallfuffer withme." Prince, you feem [To Ar'tberi. 

E 
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To know this pris'ner, whom the Saxon chiefs 
Accufe of flying to our foes the Britons : 
However, I wiil think more nobly of you 
Than to believe you confcious of the treafon ; 
Nor can you grieve if j uftice dooms her to 
That fate (he has deferv'd. Bear her to death. 

[To the Guar I 

Ethel. Alas ! to death ! — what mean you \ fay by what 
Unknown unwilling crime have I offended? 
To you, fair Princefs ! fince 'tis you that judge me, 
" Tho' now this moment to my eyes firft known," 
To you I bend, to you I will appeal, [Kneeling. , 

And -learn my crime from you. 
. Ar'ib. Learn it from me ; 
I am thy crime ; 'tis Aribert deftroys thee. 1 

Ethel. If thou art my offence I/ave fina'd indeed, j 
Ev'n to a vaft and numberlefs account, 
For from the time when I beheld thee firft [ To Aribert* 
My foul has not one moment been without thee ; 
Still thou haft been my with, my conftant thought, 
Like light, the daily blefling of my eyes, 
And the dear dream of all my fweeteft (lumbers. 

Rod. Oh the diftra&ing thought I 

Ethel. Nor will you think it [To Rodogunt* 

A crime to love, " for that I love is true." 
In your fair eyes I read your native goodnefs. 
Haply fome noble youth (hall in your breaft 
Kindle the pure the gentle flame, and prove 
As dear to you as Aribert to me; 
" Would it be juft that you fhould die for loving? 
" Think but on that and I mall find your pity, 
44 For pity fure and mercy dwell with love." 

Rod. Be dumb for ever, let the hand of Death 
Clofe thy bewitching eyes and feal thy lips, 
That thou may* ft look and talk no more delufion ; 
For oh ! thy ev'ry glance, each found, moots thro' me. 
And kills my very heart. Hence, bear her hence. 
" My peace is loft for ever — but (he dies."-— 

Arib. Oh, hold! "for*' 

Rod. " Wherefore doft thou catch my garment? 
" Thou that haft fet me on the rack, com'ft thou 
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" To double all my pains, and with new terrours 
" Dreadful to (hake my agonizing foul ?" 

Arib. What fhall I fay to move thee? 
.Rod. Talk for ever, 

Winds fhall be ftill and feas forget to roar, 
The din of babbling crowds and peopled cities, 
All fhall be hufh'd as death while thou art fpeaking, 
For there is mufick in thy voice. 

Arik Then hear me, 
With gentleft patience, with companion, hear me ; 
Thus while I fall before thee, grafp thee thus, 
Thus with a bleeding heart and llrearaing eyes 
Implore thee for my Ethelinda's life. 

Rod. Tho* thou were dearer to my doting eyes 
Than all they knew befides, tho' I could hear thee 
While ages paft away, yet by the gods, 
If fuch there are, who rule o'er love and jealoufy, 
" And fwell our heaving breads with mortal paffions, ,r 

I fwear fhe dies, my hated, rival dies. 

Arib. Then I have only one requeft to make, 
Which fha' not be deny'd ; to (hare one fate, 
And die with her I love. 

Rod. Ungrateful wretch ! 
Yet I would make thy life my care ■ 

Arib. " No more : 

II Now I fcorn life indeed. Tho* you had beauty 
M More than the great Creator's bounteous hand 
" Beftow'd on all his various works together, 

M Tho' all ambition afks, the kingly purple," [to give, 
Tbo* fife, tho 9 glory, ** and" wealth and pow'r, were your* a- 
Tho' length of days and health were in your hand, 
And all were to be mine, yet I would chufe 
To turn the gift with indignation back, 
I And rather fold my Ethelinda thus, 
I And fleep for ever with her in the grave. 

Rod. Then take thy wifh, and let both die together* 
Yes, I will tear thee from my fond remembrance, 
And be at eafe for ever. 

Ethel Oh my love! 
What can I pay thee back for all this truth ? 
what but, like thee, to triumph in my fate, 

Eij. 
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And think it more than life to die with thee. 
/' Hafte then, ye Virgins! break the tender turf, 
" And let your chatter hands prepare the bed 
*• Where my dear lord and I muft reft together ; 
" Then let the myrtle and the rofe be ftrow'd, 
" For *t is-my fecond better bridal day. 
" On- my cold bofom let his head be laid, 
•' And look that none difturb us 
M Till the laft trumpet's found break our long fleep 
'* And calls us up to everlafting blifs." % 

Rod, Hence with 'em, take 'em, drive 'em from my fight, 

The fatal pair lExtunt all but Rod. 

That look (hall be my laft. 
I feel my foul impatient of its bondage, 
Disdaining this unworthy idle pafiion, 
And ft niggling to be free. Now, now it moots, 
It tow'rs upon the wing to crowns and empire, 
While love and Aribert, thofe meanef names, 
Are left far, far behind, and loft for ever. 
" So if by chance the eagle's n,oble offspring, 
" Ta'en in the neft, becomes fome peafant's prize, 
" Compell'd a while he bears his cage and chains, 
** And like a pris'ner with the clown remains ; 
•' But when his plumes fhoot forth and pinions fwell 
" He quits the ruftick and his homely cell, 
" Breaks from his bonds, and in the face of day 
" Full in the fun's bright beams be foars away, 
" Delights thro' heav'n's wide pathlefs ways to go t 1 
"• Plays with Jove's (hafts and grafps his dreadful bow, r 
M Dwells with immortalgods and fcorns the world below J 

% [Exfa 
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ACTV. 

Scene, the fa/act. 
Enter the King aud Seofrib* 

XT King. 

. M No ! I will follow the fond chafe no more, 
" No more purfue the flying phantom glory, 
" But lay me down and reft in fullen peace , 
u Secure of all events to come, and carelefs 
" If the gods guide the world by Fate or Fortune : 
" Let 'em take back the worthlefs crown they gate 
(i Since they refufe their better bleffings to me.'* 

• Seof. If not to glory yet awake to love, 
Aud tho' regardlefs of your royal ftate 
Yet live for Ethelinda, live to fave her, 
Doom'd by the cruel Rodogune to die ! 
Helplefs and defolate methinks (he flands r 
And calls you to her aid. 

King. " What !' doom'd to die ! 
" Shall thofe dear glowing beauties then grow cold, 
" Pale, ftiff, and cold ? nor ihall I fold her once ? 
" Shall (he not pant beneath my ftrong embrace, 
M Swell to defire, and meet my furious joy ? 
" Shall (he not breathe, and look, and flgh, and murmur, 
" Till I am loft for ever, funk in ecftacics, 
" And buryM in- ten thoufand thoufand fweets? 
u What ! (hall flie die ? No by the god of Arms, 

"No I will' W 

Seofrid, yes ! 1 11 once more roufe me to the war,. 
And fnatch her from her fate. 
. Seof. Then hear the means 
By which the gods p^referve your crown and love. 
Ofwald, of all our Saxon chiefs the firft 
And neareil to your brother's Heart, had drawn 
The chofen ftrength of all the Britifti youth, 
Under the leading of the gallant Lucius, 
To fave the prince from your impending wrath; 
By fecret marches they are near advane'd, , 
Ajid meant this night to make their bold attempt. 
King. How favours this my purpofe ? 

Eiij 
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Stof. Thus,* my Lord; 
I have prevail'd their force fh all join with all 
Thofe faithful Saxons who are ftill your fubje&s; 
Your foes, fierce Offa and his haughty fitter, 
Secure and infolent with new fuccefs, 
Defpife your numbers and inferiour ftrength, 
And may this night with eafe become-your prey : 
Ofwald attend* without to learn your pleafure, 
And bear it to the valiant Britim chiefs. 

King. The. Britons ! Gods! — the nation which I hate* 
That Ofwald too ! — The traitor ftill has been 
AvowM the flave of Aribert, his creature, 
His bofom fawning parafite — No mattery 
They ferve the prefent purpofe of my heart, 
And I will ufe 'em now. Taught by thy arts 
I will look kindly on the wretch I loathe, 
And fmile on him I deftincto deftru&ion. 
Bid him approach. 

\\Extt StofriJ, an J reenter with Oftvatf* 
Seof. Your valiant Ofwald, Sir. 
King. Your friend hasfpokcat krge your bold deiigftj 
Worthy your courage and your princely friend; 
And howfoe'er the meddling hand of Chance 
Has fown th' unlucky feeds of ftrife between os^ 
Yet I have ftill a brotherVpart in Aribert, 
JJorfhallmy hand be flow to lead you on 
Till we have.driv'n thefe haughty inmates forth* ♦ 
And independent? fiVd that^fov^reign right 
Which our brave fathers fought. to gain in Britain.* 

0/w, With honourable purpofe are we come, 
With friendly. greeting from the Britons* king,- 
And the fair offer of an equal peace. 
Thi6 only he demands ; fend back the troop*- 
Which late antv'd with Offa,, now your foe - 
As well as his, and fet your princely brother, . 
With the faisEthelittda* fafc and free. 
Thefe juft conditions once eonlirra'd to Lucius : 
Ambrofius is the friend of royal Hengift; 
The Britons, then mall join their arms with yourV 
To driv* out thefe inhofpitable guefts» 
And leave you peaceful lord of fruitful Kent, 
The firft poffeffion of your warlike father. 
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King, In friendly part take we his proffer'd love. 
Bear this our fignet to the gallant Lucius, 

[Giving his ring to OfwaU~ 
Our bond and pledge of peace, " which in full form 
" We will confirm toon as the prefent danger 
" Is well remov'd, and better time allows." 
Hafte thou to join our valia,nt friends the Britons f 
My faithful Seofrid mall foon attend you 
With full inftru&ions for your private march 
And meads of entrance here, with the whole order- 
In which we mean t' attack the common foe. 
Ofw. I go, my Lord, and may the gods befriend us !' 

[Exit. 
: %Tbe King looks after Qfwald, then turns anJ walks two or 
three times bqftiiy cro/s tbejlage. 

Seof. Ha! whence thisfudden ftart? [^fifc.] That wrath- 
ful frown, 
Your eyes fierce glancing, and your changing vifage, 
Mow pale as death, now purpled o'er with flame, 
Give me to know your paffions are at odds, 
And your whole foul is up in arms within. 

King. Oh ! thou hail read me right, haft feen me well* 
To tfiee I have thrown off that mafk I wore, 
I And now the fecret workings of my brain 
| Stand all reveal'd to thee. *« I tell thee, Seofrid, 
; " There never was a medley of fuch thinking : 
" Ambition, hatred, mifchief, and revenge, 
" Gather like clouds on clouds; and then anon 
." Love,.likc a goldeti beam of light* moots thro', 
w Smiles on the gloom, and my heart bounds with pleafure.^ 1 
But 't is no time for talk. To Siwald fly,. 
My foldier and my fervant often try'd ; 
Bid him draw out a hundred chofen horfe, 
And hold 'em ready by the night's firft fall : 
Let 'em be all of courage well approv'd, 
Such as dare follow wherefoe'er I lead, 
Where'er this night or Fate or Love (hall bear me* 

Seof. I haften to obey you : but alas !- 
Might your old man have leave to fpeak his fears— 

King.. I read thy care for me in all thofe fears, 
But he not wife too much. OfV thou haft told me 
Love is a bafe, unmanly, whining, paflion.; 



56 THE ROVAL OONTSaT. ASK 

This night I mean to prove it and forfake it. 
" I was, 'tis true, the flave of this foft- folly, 
" And waited at an awful abject diftance, 
" Reftrain'd by idle rules which fcornful Beauty 
•* And fallen honour dictate ; but no more :" 
No ! by our gods I'll fuffer it no more. 

Seof. Where will this fury drive you? 

King. To my heav'n, 
To Ethelinda's arms. This very evening, 
While the deluded Britons urge our foes, 1 

And wreak my vengeance on the Saxon Ofra* I 

Amidft the firft diforder of the fray 
'Twill not" be hard to feize the weeping fair, < 

And while the fighting fools contend in vain \ 

With all the wings the god of Love can lend j 

To bear her far away. ' - ] 

Seof. Ha! — whither mean you 
To bend this ram, I fear, this fatal flight ? 

King. Near where the Medway rolls her gentle wave* 
To meet the Thames in his imperial ftream 
Thou know'ft I have a caftle of fuch ftrength 
^As well may {corn the menace of a Hege f 
Thither I mean to bear my lovely prize, 
And in defpite of all the envious world 
There riot in her arms. But break we off. 
Hafte to perform my orders, and then follow 
And (hare in all the fortunes of thy king. [Exit King* 

Seof. " Fools that we are I to vex the Iab'ring brain 
-** And wafte decaying nature thus with thought, 
'•* To keep the weary fpirits waking ftill, 
** To goad and. drive 'em in eternal rounds 
** Of reftlefs racking care ! 'tis all in vain ! 
** Blind goddefs, Chance, henceforth I follow theer 
** The politicians of the world may talk, 
" May make a mighty buftle with their forefight, 
u Their {Schemes and arts 5 their wifdom is thy flave. 

[Exit Seofrii* 

Scene change* to a temple* 

Enter Aribert and Ethelinda. 
Ethel. When this the laft of all our days of forrow 
Flies faft and haftens to fulfil its courfe, 
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When the bleft hour of death at length is near. 
Why dofl thou mourn ? when that good time is come 
When we mall weep no more, but live for ever 
In that dear place where no misfortunes come, 
Where age, and want, and ficknefs, are not known, 
And where this wicked world (hall ceafe from troubling, 
' When thick defcending angels crowd the air, 
And wait with crowns of glory to reward us, 
Why atf thou fad my love, my lord, my Aribert ? 

Arib. " It comes, indeed the cruel moment comes, 
11 That mull divide our faithful loves for ever. 
" A few fhort minutes more and both (hall pcrifli, 
" Sink to the place where all things are forgotten : 
" Our youth and fair affections {hall be barren, 
" Shall know no joys which other lovers know, 
" Shall leave no name behind us", no pofterity, 
" Only the fad remembrance of our woes, 
" To draw a tear from each who reads our ftory, 
" And doft thou aik me wherefore I am fad ? 

EtheL " *Tis hard indeed, *t is very hard to part. 
" Tho' my heart grieves to want its heav'n fo long, 
" Pants for its blife, and fickens with delay, 
" Yet I could be content to live for thee : 
" Yes, I will own thy image ftands before me 
" And intercepts my journey to the ftars, 
41 Calls back the fervent breathings of my foul 
" To earth and thee ; with longing looks I turn, 
" Forget my flight and linger here below. ** 

AriL Is it decreed by HeavVs eternal will 
That none mail pais the golden gates above 
But thofe who forrow here ? Muft we be wretched, 
Muft we be drown'd in many floods of tears 
To warn our deep our inborn ftains away, , 
Or never fee the faints and tafte their joys 1 

Ethel. The great o'erruling Author of our beings 
Deals with his creature man in various ways, 
Gracious and good in all : fome feel the rod, 
And own, like us, the Father's chaft'ning hand ; 
" Sev'n times, like gold, they pafs the purging flame, 
u And are at laft refin'd; while gently fome 
" Tread all the paths of life without a rub ; 
11 With honour, health, with friends and plenty, blefs'dy 
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" Their years roll round in innocence and eafe ; 
" Hoary at length, and jn a good old age," 
They go declining to the grave in peace, 
And change their pleafures here for joys above. 

Arih. " To have fo many bleffiags heap'd on mc 
*' Tranfcends my wifh. I afk'd but only thee : 
" Give me, I faid, but life and Ethelinda ; 
" Let us but run the common courfe together, 
" Grow kindly old in one another's arms, 
'< And take us to thy mercy then good Heav'n ! 
•• But Heav'n thought that too much. 

Ethel. " If our dear hopes, 
" If what we value mod on earth, our loves, 
*• Are blafted thus by Death's untimely hand, 
" If nothing good remains for us below, 
" So much the rather let us turn our thoughts 
" To feek beyond the ftars our better portion, 
" That wondrous blifs which Heav'n referves in ftore 
" Well to reward us for our lofTes here, 
" That blifs which Heav'n, and only Heav'n, can give, 
" Which mail be more to thee than Ethelinda, 
•• And more to me — Oh, vaft excefs of happinefs! 
4t Where (hall my foul make room for more than Aribert I* 
Enter Rodog u n e and Attendants. 

Rod. If while (he lives ftill I am doom'd to fuffer 
Why am I cruel to myfelf ? — No more— 
'Tisfoolifh pity — How fecure of conqueft 
The foft enchantrefs looks ! But be at peace, 
Beat not my heart ! for fhe mall fall thy vi&im. 
Appear, ye priefts ! ye dreadful holy men, 
" Ye minifters of the gods' wrath and mine !" 
Appear, and feize your facrifice, this Chriftian j 
Bear her to death, and let her blood atone 
For all the mifchiefs of her eyes and tongue* 

[Solemn mujicl. 
£ The Scene draws and difcovers the inner part of the temple; 

afire is prepared on one of the altars, near it are placed a 

racky knives , axes, and other inftrumcnts of torture, fevcral 

priefts attending as for a facrifice. 

Aril. See where death comes array'd in all its terrours. 
The rack, confuming flames, and wounding Heel. 
Your cruel triumph had not been complete. 
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' Without this pomp of horrour. Come, begin: 
I Tear off my robes, and bind me to the rack ; ' 
i Stretch out my corded finews till they burft, 

And let your knives drink deep the flowing blood : 
' You fliall behold how a prince ought to die, 

And what a Chriftian dares to filler. 

[ The Guards ferze Aribett and EtbcUnda. 
\ Prhfi. Ho\dl— — 

j The Prince's fate is yet deferred : the woman 
1 Is firft ordain'd to fuffer Ere (he fallj 

A vi&im to our gods (he muft kneel to 'em 
! Or prove the torture. 
j Ethel. I difdain thofe gods. 
! Offi. Bind her ftraight and bear her to the rack* 

J Arid. What her ! Oh mercilefs 1 

! Ethel. Oh, {Lay me not, my love ! with joy I go 

To prove the bitter pains of death before thee, 

And lead thee on in the triumphant way. 
Arib. And can my eyes endure it! to behold 

Thy tender body torn ? thefe dear foft arms. 

That oft' have wreath'd their fnowy folds about me, 
I Diftorted, bent, and broke with rending pain? 
! Oh Rodo'gune ! read, read in .my full eyes 
'More than my tongue can fpeak, and (pare my lore !— 
i Rod. " And couldft thou find no other name but that ? 

! « Thy love ! Oh fatal, curs'd, diftra&ing, found!" 

! No, I will fteel my heart againft thy prayV, 
I And whifper to myfelf with fullen pleafure 

The gods are juft at length, and thou (halt feel 

Pains fuch as I have known. 

Arib. Let me but diej 
' Cut off this hated objec\ from your fight 

Rod. " Nor that for know that 1 can too deny, 

u And make thee mourn thy coldnefs and difdain." 

No more ! I '11 hear no more ? 
Arib. " They bind her! fee ! 

" See with rude cords they ftrain her tender limbs 

" Till the red drops ftart from their fwelling channels, 

" And with frefh crimfon paint her dying palenefs. 

41 Oh, all ye hoft of heav'n I ye faints and angels J* 
Ethel. " Oh, ftay thy tears, and mourn no more for me, 

" Nor fear the weaknefs of my woman's foul, 
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" For I am arm'd and equal to the combat. 
" In vain they lavifh all their cruel arts, 
" And bind this feeble body here in vain ; 
" The free impaflive foul mounts on the wing 
" Beyond the reach of racks and tort'ring flames, 
" And fcorns their tyranny" -Oh follow thou ! 
Be conftant to the laft, be fcVd, my Aribert ! 
'Tis but a fhort, (hort paffage to the ftars : 
Oh, follow thou ! nor let me want thee long, 
And fearchthe blifsful regions round in vain. 

[Solemn mujtch 
"Enter an Officer. 

Offi. u Arm, royal maid ! and take to your defence ; 
" The King with fudden fury fallies forth, 
" And drives our outmoft guards with foul confufion. ■ 

" Rod. The King! what frenzy brings the madman on 
" Thus headlong to his fate ? ■ But let him come, 
" His death (hall fill my triumph— wealth and honours, 
" The nobleft belt reward, (hall wait the man 
" Whofe lucky fwbrd (hall take his hated head." 
Enter afecond Officer, his /word drawn. 

Second Offi. Hengift is here ; he bears down all before 
The Britons too have joined their arms to his, [him : 
And tins' way bend their force. 

Rod. Fly to my brother, [To her Attendants* 

And call him to our aid. 

[Shouts within, and clajhlng of /words. 

King within.'] Slave, give me way, 

" Or I will tear thy foul"-* 

- Sold, within,] You pafs not here. 

Seof. within.] What, know'ft thou not the King ?— 
Oh, curfed villain ! , 

Enter the King wounded, Seofrid, Oswald, and Soldiers 

with their /words drawn. O/wald runs to Aribert. 

Seof. Perdition on his hand — you bleed, my Lord ! 

King. My blood flows fail — What, can I languilh now! 
So near my wifli — Lend me thy arm, old Seofrid, 
To bear me to her— Ha ! bound to the rack ! 
Mercilefs dogs — ye moft pernicious Haves ! 
" And ftand ye ftupid, haggard, and amaz'd?" 
Fly fwift as thought, and fet her free this moment; 
" Or by my injur'd love, a name more facred 
4 
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. u Than all your function knows, your gods and you, 
" Your temples, altars, and your holy fhrines, 
u Yourholy trumpery, mall blaze together." 

[ They unbind Ethelinda* 

Rod. *T« vain to rave and curfe my fortune now* 
Thou native greataefs of <my foul befriend me, 
And help me now. to bear it as I ought. 

King. TWfeeble lamp of life (hall lend its blaze 
To light me — thus far— only — and no farther. 

[Falling at EtbdmdaU feet. 
Yet Hook up and gaze on thofe bright eyes, 
As if I hop'd to gather heat from thence 
Such as might feed the.vital flame for ever. 

Ethel Alas! yotb&int, your hafty breatbxomes fhort, 
And the red ft ream runs gumtng from ydur breaft. 
Call back your thoughts from each deluding paifion, 
" And wing your parting foul for her laft flight ; 
11 Call back your thought* to all your former days, " 
To ev'ry unrepented?& of evil, 
And fadly deprecate the wrath divine. 

King., Ohy my fair teacher! you advife in vain ; 
M The gods and I have done with one another.: 
" This night I meant to rival them in Jiappinefs; 
".Spite of my brother and thy ,<:ruel coldnefs 
4t This night I meant to 'ave pad within thy arms. 

Ethel. "Oh, horrour! 

King. " But 'tis gone 2" thofe envious gods 
Have donelheir worft, and blafted all my hopes ; 
They have defpoil*d me of my crown and life 

By a flave's Jhand but I forgive 'em that. 

Thee — they have robb'd me of my joys in thee ■ 
Have trod me down to wither in the grav e 

.Seof. My mafter and my king ! 

King. Old man, no more : 
Jhave not leifure for thy grief — Farewel l ■ 

Thou, Aribert (halt live and Wear my crown-* • 

Take it, and be more Weft with it than I was. 
But Ethelinda ! .(he too (hall be thine : 

That that 's too. much. This world has nothing in it 

So good to give— the next may have I know not— 

\The King die*. 

drib. " There fled thefierce, untam , d,difdainful,foiu\" 
Suru.thee.from death, and rife, my gentle lovej *" 

P 
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A day of comfort feems to dawn upon us, \ 

And Heav'n at length is gracious to our wifhcs. 

Ethel, So numbcrlefs have been my daily fears,, 
And fuch the terrours of my lleeplefs nights, ] 

That ftill, me thinks, I doubt th' uncertain happinefs, 
Tho' at the mufick of thy voice I own 
My foul is hufh'd, it finks into a calm. 
And takes fure omen of its peace from thee. 

Ofw. To end your doubts your brother, the brave Lu- 
cius,. [To Ethel 
Will foon be here— ev'n now he fends me word 
Fierce OfFa and the Saxons fly before himf ; 
The conq'ring Britons fence you round from danger, 
And peace and fafety wait upon your loves. 

Aril. Nor you, fairprincefsJ frown upon our happinefs; 
Still mall my grateful heart retain your goodnefs, 
And ftill be mindful of the life you gave. 
Nor muft you think yourfelf a pris'ner here : 
Whene'er you (hall appoint a guard attends 
To wait you to your brother's camp with honour. 

Rod. Yes, I will go, fly far as earth can bear me 
Prom thee, and from the face of man for ever. 
Curs'd be your fex, the caufe of all our forrows, 
Curs'd be your looks, your tongues, and your falfe arts, 
That cheat our eyes and wound our eafy hearts; 
" Curs'd may you be for all the pains you give, 
" And for the fcanty pleafures we receive y' 
Curs'd be your brutal pow'r, your tyrant fway, 
By which you bend and force us to obey ! 
Oh, Nature ! partial goddefs, lend thy hand, 
Be juft for once, and equal the command; 
Let woman once be miitrefs in her turn, 
Subdue mankind beneath her haughty fcorn, 
And fmile to fee the proud opprefibr mourn. 

[Exit Rodogunc, 

Ofiv. The wind (hall fcatter all thofe idle curfes 
Far, far away from you, while'ev'ry blefiing 
Attends to crown you. From your happy nuptials, 
From royal Aribert, of Saxon race, 
Joln'd to the faireft of the Britifh dames, 
Methinks I read the people's future happinefs, 
And Britain takes its pledge of peace from you. v 

Ethel. Nor are thofe pious hopes of peace in vain, 
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Since I have often heard a holy fege, 
A venerable, old, and faintlike hermit, 
j " With vifions often blefs'd, and oft' in thought 
" Rapt to the higheft brighteft feats above," 
Thus with divine prophetick knowledge fill'd 

Difclofe the wonders of the times to come : 
" Of royal race a Britifh queen fhall rife 
! " Great, gracious, pious, fortunate, and wife ; 

" To diftant lands (he mail extend her fame, 
, " And leave to latter times a mighty name ; 
j u Tyrants fhall fall, and faithlefs kings (hall bleed, 
| " And groaning nations by her arms be freed, 

" But chief this happy land her care fhall prove, 
f " And find from her a more than mother's love ; 
! u From hoflile rage fhe mail preferve it free, 
i " Safe in the compafs of her ambient fea : 

" Tho* fam'd her arms in many a cruel fight, 
' " Yet moft in peaceful arts fhe fhall delight, 
■ " And her chief glory fhall be to unite: 
! u Pi<Sts, Saxons, Angles, fhall no more be known, 

" But Briton be the noble name alone: 

" With joy their ancient hate they fhall forego, 

** While Difcord hides her baleful head below ; 

" Mercy, and Truth, and Right, fhe mail maintain, 

" And ev'ry Virtue crowd to grace her reign ; 

" Aufpicious Heav'n on all her days fhall fmile, 

" And with eternal union blefs her Britifh ifle." 

One gen 9 raljlate this nation Jball arife, 

Inarms unrivalPd and in councils wife ; 

Pi8s 9 Saxons, Angles, Jball no more be known, 

But Britain be the noble name alone ; 

To diftant lands Jbe Jball extend herfame 9 

And leave to lateft times a glorious name; 

Her naval powers Jball rule the circling fea , 

And all her children Jball be brave and free • \_ExeunU 
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epilogue: spoken by ethelinda. 

JL HE bus'nefs of the day being now goto thro', 
I quit the faint and am like one of you, 
As weflto look to, tho* not quit fo good "; 
I bate infpiritj but keep myfUfb and blood. 
The moral of this play being rightly f canned 
Is, he that leaves his nown dear wife is damn'd. • 
I leave to you to make the application ; 
The doQrine^ tho' a little outoffajhion* 
May beofufe in this fame finful nation. 
What think you of the matter? Which of you 
Would for hisfyoufc like my true turtle do ? 
When wealth and beauty both at once importune 
Who would not leave his wife to make bis fortune P 
Tofome I know it may appear but oddly 
That this place of all others Jhould turn godly ; 
But what of that, Jiaeefome good folks there are 
Would gladly be inftruQed any where ? 
ftorfbould you fcorn the-weaknefs of the teacher; 
tfhe wifejl man is not the able/1 preacher '. 
Ev'n we, poor women, have fometimes tkepow'r f 
Read as you are, andrich in harming' sjlore, 
To teach you men what you ne'er knew before. 
To no enthupqftick rage wefweH, 
Nor foam nor acl Tom Tumbler out of Heal: 
But tho* we do n't pretend to infpiration, 
Tet like the prophets of a neighbour nation 
Our teaching chiefly lies in agitation. 
Perhaps indeed fuch are your wand ring brains 
Our Author might havejpar'd his tragick pains,: 
By that you *dvefuppd % andarefet in to drinking^ 
Some fweeter matters will employ your thinking >• 
With nymphs divine*, -.writ on each glafs before ye^ 
Tou % llbe but little better for our Jlory : 
Butjince the parting hour, tho* late, will come, 
And all of you, at leaft as I perfume, 
May find fome kind injlrudivejhe at home, 
Then curtain ledures will I hope be read, 
Thofe morals then which from your thoughts were fled 
.Shall be put home to you and taught abed* 

From the APOLLO PRESS* 
by the MARTINS* 
April 6. 178a. 
Z THE END. 
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[ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 

A TRAGEDY. BY NATHANIEL LEE. ' 

AS PERFORATED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL DRURY-LANE. 

Regulated from the JPfOinjft'lBOQlt, by permijfion of the Managers y 
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CHARACTER ISTZCKS. 
: Tto' all the curtains of the iky were drawn— «And the-ftars wink, young Aramoa (hall go on 
; —Whea Glory like the daz»ting eagle Rood— Perch'd on ray beaver in the Grsnick flood— 
1 wlen Fortune's felf my flandard trembling bore— And the pile Fates flood t rcmMinr, on the 
ftore— When each immortal on the billows rode— I myfelf appear'd the lc..cin ; ; i^mJ— -'.ti« 
Mercury * leap'd the wails, and flew am idA the foe— And Uvea bxitcd Ion d} d nnuli— 
: All over in the blood of thole bold busier*— Till fpent with toil I hauled on rr y kr.cc»— 
I Ptock'd forth the dart* that made my ftiicld a foreft— And hurl 'd 'em back w iih in jit u neon. 
•jier'dfury— Then mining in my arms I fenn'dlhc field— MovM,i'pokc,arrf fo-ujhf.aiid was 
myfelf • war — I am loft : what ha* my vengeance done !— Oh, ye ha\ e undone tac ! Vo j that 
could ftop a Hon— Could not turn me ! ye fhould have drawn your fword i— And barr'd m v rafjc 
with their advancing points— Clytus would fo have done to five your lives —Oh : 1 am a'.l a 
Not! which feas of teats— And sny heart's blood can never waft) away— Here is notafla.elwt 
Aires oppofe my jafticc— Yet none had courage to prevent this murder— Oh! when (hail T be 
tod! ALEXANDER. 

\ With humbleft adoration kneel— And let a health to Jove's great /on go round. H£PH F.ST. 

I fee that death awaits me, yet I'll on— When Fame invites and Alexander leads— Danger*, 
•ad toils but animate the brave— I have no wounds dread Siri or if I had— Were they all 
mortal they fhould dream unminded. L Y31M AC H L T s. 

All Nature fcems alarm *d for Alexander— Her pangs proclaim my triumph— My foul's firlt 
wifcesare to turtle Fate— And ftrike amazement thro' the holt of heaven. CASSANDER. 

Their province is to talk, it is mine to aft— And (hew this tyrant when he dar'd to wr-in^ 
■e— He wrong'd a man whofe attribute is vengeance. POI.VFEKCiloN. 

Clytas ne'er bow'd his body to fuchftiame— Talk be my bane, yet the old nun muft talk — 
rerun the foldier Inglorious and defpis'd— Who flarts— when the King cries On— I 11 Hand 
**ft— anight as afpear, the pillar of my country— And be by fo much nearer to the j»oi!i— 
etuumftrous vanity !— The fon of good King Philip— I did not kifs the earth, nor mutt > our 
"wd. CLV TVS. 

The King may doom me Jo a thoufand torture*— Ply me with fire, and rack me like Phil 
lota*— Ere I mall ftoop to idolize his pride. THESS \LV<. 

We will not part with you, nor change for Mars— When will you, facred Sir ! that we 
ftould give— To your great memory thufc divine honours— Which luch exalted virtue docs 
<tfer?e» PERDICCAJ. 

There, even there, I 'Jl haunt thee— Plague thee all day, and torture thee all ni^ht — Hy 
taegods I'll raife a fire that fhall con fume you both— Tho' 1 partake the ruin— Were fhe to 
'fell by any arm but mine— Well might (he murmur— My wrongs cry out, and \cn;;cancv' will 
lave way— Nor he nor Heaven (hall wield thee from myjuftice— Die.fi.rccrcf s die, and all my 
wronp die with thee— Oh! think for whofe fake it was I madly pluug'd — Into a c/iuic abhor- 
~»tto my nature: ROXANA. 

Wben will my luJTertags end r ok when, ye Gods !— For fixty rolling years my foul has Aocd 

■Toe dread viciflitudes of Fate unmov'd— I thought 'em your decrees, and therefore 
TkWed. SYS1CJAMBIS. 

Stay my Lyfimachos ! a moment Ray !— Oh, whether art thou going I Hold a moment:— 
V niiwl! thou know'ft my life was wrapt in thine— Ev'n in that grave will Pari fat i* Join thee 
•"Not death lrfelf (hall part us— A mother's power, a lifter's foft'ning tears— With all the 
*»y of a tyrant's frowns-Shall not compel mc to outlive thy lofs. PARIS ATIS. 

Why ^Alexander, why wouldft then deceivc'me!— Have I notlov'd thee, cruel as thou art!— 
*«e I not kift'd thy wounds with dying fondrefs— Bath'd 'em in tears, and bound 'em with 
*y hair!— .Whole nights I 'ave fat and watch'd thee as a child— Lull'd thy fierce pains, and 
J Jhgtoee to repofe— Perjur'd as he is, he will talk— good Rods ! how he will talk !— It is bca- 
**» to he deluded by him!— If I but mention him the tears will Row— What were the world 
to Alexander's lofs!— Roxana enjoys my perjur'd lovel-^Oh it is too much— By Heaven I 
; **u»ot bear it!— Spate Roxana's life !— And ohl fometimes think on your poor queen— And 
^cre the cheerful bowl falutea your lips— Enrich it with a tear, and I am happy. 3TATIKA. 
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£3" The Alterations and Additions in this Play, on cm- 
faring it with the original , were found fo numerous , andjbju* 
dicioujly connected with the words of the Author, that it wot 
judged impraSicahU to reftore the neceffary omi/pons without 
greatly embarrafjing the Reader : the Editor has therefore 
thought it aivifable to deviate from his general plan, and give 
the Play to the Puhlick as literally delivered in the rcprefenta* 
tion, with the original Dedication, Prologue, and Epilogue, and 
a Poem addrejfedto the Author hy Mr. Dry den* 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 



JOHN EARL OF MULGRAVE, 



Gentleman of his Mq/eflj'e Bedchamber^ and Knight of the 
moft noble Order of the Garter* 



MY LORD, 

W HEN I hear by many pcrfons, not indifferent judges, 
bow poets are cenfured moft even where they mod in- 
tend to pleafe, and fometimes by thofe too whom they 
addrefs condemned for flatterers, fycophants, and little 
fawning wretches, I confefs of all undertakings there is 
none more dreadful to me than a Dedication. So nicely 
cruel are our judges, that after a play has been generally 
applauded on the ftage the induftrious malice of fome af- 
tcr-obferver (hall damn it for an epiflle or a preface. For 
this reafon my Lord, Alexander was more to feek for a 
patron in my troubled thoughts than for the temple of 
Jupiter Ammon in the fpreading wilds and rolling lands. 
'Tis certain too he muil have been loft had not Fortune, 
whom I muft once at leafl acknowledge kind in my life, 
prefented me to your Lordfliip. You were pleafed, my 
Lord, to read it over aft by a&, and by particular praifes, 
proceeding from the fweetnefs rather than the juilice of 
your temper, lifted me up from my natural melancholy 
and diffidence to a bold belief that what fo great an un» 
derftanding warranted could not fail of fuccefs. 

And here I were moft ungrateful if I mould not fatif- 
fy the judging world of the furprife I was in. Pardon me 
my Lord for calling it a furprife when I was firft ho- 
noured by waiting upon your Lordlhip : fo much unex- 
pected, and indeed unufual affability, from perfons of 
your birth and quality, fo true an eafinefs, fuch frank- 
nefs without affectation, I never faw. Your conftant but 
few friends fliew the firmnefs of your mind, which never 
varies; fo godlike a virtue, that a prince puts off his ma- 
jelly when he parts with refolution. In all the happy 
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times that I attended you, unlefe bufinefe or accident in- 
terpofed, I have obferved your company to be the fame. 
You have travelled through all tempers, failed through 
ail humours of the court's unconftant fea; yoohave gain- 
ed the gallant prizes which you fought, your fele&ed un- 
valuable friends ; and I am perfectly perfuaded if you 
tiafnck but feldom abroad 't is for' fear of fplitting upoi 
knaves or fools. Nor is it pride, but rather a delicacy of 
your foul) that makes you ihun the fordid part of the 
world, the lees and dregs of it, while in the nobleft retire- 
ment you enjoy the finer fpirits, and have that juft great- 
nefs to be above the bafer* How commendable therefore 
is fuch a refervation! how admit able fuch a folitude ! If 
you are iingufar in this we ought to blame the wild* un- 
thinking, diflblute, age ; an age whofe bufmefs isfenfekfs 
riot, Neronian gambols, and ridiculous debauchery ; an 
age that can produce few perfons befides your Lordfhip 
who dare be alone : all our hot hours burnt in night revels, 
drowned by day in, dead deep, or if we wake 't. is a point 
of reeling honour jogs u» to the field, where if we live or 
die we are not concerned ; for the foul was laid out before 
we went abroad* and our bodies were after a&ed by mere 
animal fpirits without reafon. 

When I more narrowly contemplate your perfon, me- 
thinks I fee in your Lordfhip two of the moil famous cha- 
racters that ever ancient of modern ftory could produce, 
the mighty Scipio and the retired Cowley. You have 
certainly the gravity, temperance, and judgment, as well 
as the courage, of the firft ; all which in your early at- 
tempts of war gave the nobleft dawn of virtue, and will* 
when occafion prefents,. anfwer our expectation, and 
fhine forth at full : then for the latter, you poffefs all his 
fweetnefs of humour in peace, all that halcyon tranquillity 
of mind, where your deep thoughts glide like filent waters 
without a wrinkle ; your hours move with fofteft wings, 
and rarejy any larum ftrikes to difcompofe you. You have 
the philofophy of the firft, and (which I confefs of all 
your qualities I love moft) the poetry of the latter. I was 
never more moved at Virgil's Dido than at a fhort poem 
of your Lordfhip's, where nothing but the fhortnefs can 
be difliked. As our churchmen wifh there were more 
noblemen of their fun&ibn, fo wifh I in the behalf of de- 
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preffed poetry that there were more poets of your Lord- 
ihip y s excellency and eminence. If Poetry be a Virtue (he 
is a ragged one, and never in any age went barer than now. 
It may be objected me never deferved lefs. To that I muft 
pot anfwer : but I am fure when (he merited mod (he was 
always diffatisfied, or (he would not have forfaken the mod 
fplendid courts in the world. Virgil and Horace, favou- 
rites of the mightieft emperour, retired from him, prefer- 
ring a miftrefs or a white boy, arid two or three cheerful 
drinking friends in a country village, to all the magnifi- 
cence of Rome ; or if fometimes they were fnatched from 
their cooler pleasures to an imperial banquet, we may fee 
by their verfes in praife of a country life 'twas againft 
their inclination, witnefs Horace in his epode Beatus tile 
(pdprocul, &c. part of his ftxth fatire, his epiftle to Fufc. 
Arift. Virgil's Georgick Fortunatos nimium ionaji, &e . 
all rendered by Mr. Cowley fo copioufly and naturally as 
bo age gone before or coming after (hall equal, tho' all 
heads join together to outdo him : I (peak not of his 
exa&nefs to a line, but of the whole. This then may be 
faid as to the condition of poets in all times, few ever ar- 
rived to a middle fortune, mod have lived at the loweft, 
none ever mounted to the higheft ; neither by birth, for 
none was ever born a prince, as no prince to my remem- 
brance was ever born a poet ; nor by induftry, becaufe 
they were always too much tranfported by their own 
thoughts from minding the grave bufinefs of a world, nor 
oftheir humour: whereas even Haves, the rubbifli of the 
earth, have by mod prodigious fortune gained a fceptre, 
and with their vile heads fullied the glories of a crown. 
Praife is the greateft encouragement we chameleons can 
pretend to, or rather the manna that keeps foul and body 
together; we devour it as if it were angels' food, and 
vainly think we grow immortal. For my own part, I ac- 
knowledge I never received a better fatisfa&ion from the 
applaufe of an audience than I have from your fingle judg- 
ment. You gaze at beauties and wink at blemimes, and 
do both fo gracefully, that the firft difcovers the acutenefs 
of your judgment, the other the excellency of your nature. 
And I can affirm to your Lordfhip there is nothing tran- 
fports a poet, next to love, like commending in the right 
place; therefore my Lord, this Play muft be your's; and 
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Alexander, whom I have raifed from the dead, comes to 
you with the aflurance anfwerable to his character and 
your virtue. You cannot expect him in his majefty of two 
thoufand years ago'; I have only put his afhes in an urn, 
which are now offered with all obfervance to your lor^ 
fhip, by 

My Lord> 

your LordfhipV 

moil humble, 

obliged, and 

devoted fervant, 

Nat. L*fc 
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TO MR. LEE ON HIS ALEXANDER, 



1 he blaft of common cenfure could! fear 
Before your Play my name mould not appear, 
For 'twirl be thought, and with fome colour too r 
I pay the bribe I firft received from you, 
That mutual vouchers for our fame we ftand, 
To play the game into each other's hand, 
And as cheap penn* worths to ourfelves afford 
As Beflus and the brothers of the fword. 
Such libels private men may well endure 
When ftates and kings themfelves are not fecure;, 
For ill men, confeious of their inward guilt, 
Think the beft actions on by-ends are built r 
Ai)d yet my filence had not 'fcap'd their fpite* 
Then envy had not fuffeifd me to write ; 
For fince I could not ignorance pretend 
Such merit I muft envy or commend. 
So many candidates there ftand for wit 
A place in court is fcarce fo hard to get ; 
In vain they crowd each other at the door, 
For ev'n reverfions are all begg'd before ; 
Defert, how known foe'er* is long delay'd, 
And then too fools and knaves are better pay'd; 
Yet as fome actions bear fo great a name 
That courts themfelves are juft for fear of mame* 
So has the mighty merit of your Play 
Extorted pratie and fore'd itfelf a way* 
Tis here as 'tis at fea, who fartheft goes, 
Or dares the moll, makes all the reft his foes. 
Yet when fome virtue much outgrows the reft 
It moots too faft and high to be expreft, 
As his heroick worth ftruck envy dumb 
Who took the Dutchman and who cut the boom* 
Such praife is your's, while you the paffions move, 
That 't ia no longer feign'd ; *t is real love, 
Where nature triumphs over wretched art * 
We only warm the head, but you the heart : 
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Always you warm $ and if the riling year, 
As in hot regions, bring the fun too near, 
'Tis but to PMkc your fragrant fpices blow, 
Which in our cooler cihnates will not grow ; 
They only think you animate your theme 
With too much fire who are themfelves all phlegm : 
Prizes would be for lags of floweji pace 
Were cripples made the judges of the race. 
Defpife thofc drone* who praue while they accufe 
The too much vigour of your youthful fnufe : 
That humble ftyle which they their virtue make 
Is in your pow'r; you need but (loop and take* 
Your beaufcpui images n>uft be allow'd 
By all but fome vile poets of the crowd : 
But how fhould any fignpoft dauber know 
The worth of Titian or of Angelo ? 
Hard features ev'ry bungler can command, 
To draw true beauty (hews a matter's hand. 
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PROLOGUE. 

| WRITTEN BY SIR CAR SCROOP, BART. 

k ti W hard the fate is of the fribbling drudge 
r Who writes to all when yet fo few can judge / 
i Wit, like religion, once divine was thought, 
And the dull crowd believ'd as they were taught ; 
Now each fanatick fool prefumes i* explain 
| The text, and does the f acred writ profane ; 
■ Fonguhik your whs each other's fall purfue 
j The fops ufurp the pow'r belongs to you. 

Tou think y 9 are challenged in each new play -bill, 
I And here you come for trial ofyourjkill, 

Where fencer ~Hke you one another hurt, 
J While with your wounds you make the rabble J^ort. 
: Others there are that have the brutal will 
| To murder a poor play but want thejkill; 
They love tojight, butfeUom have the wit 
Tofpy the place where they may thrufi and hit, 
i And therefore, likefome bully of the Town, 
i Ne'er Jland to draw, but knock the poet down. 
\ With thefe like hogs in gardens it Succeeds, 
\ They root up all, and know not flow* rs from weeds. 
& for you, Sparks, that hither come each day 
TojoQyour own and not to mind our play, 
Rthearfe your ufual follies to the pit, 
And with loudnonfenfe drown thefiage** wit, 
', Talk of your clothes, your Iqft debauches tell, 
\ And witty bargains to each other fell, 
I Glout on the filly Jhe who for four fake 
I Can vanity and noifefor love miftake, 
Till the coquette fung in the next latopoon 
Is by her jealous friends fent out of Town, 
For in this duelling intriguing age 
The love you make is like the war you wage, 
T' are flill prevented e' er you come t' engage; 
But 'tis not tofuch trifling foes as you 
The mighty Alexander deigns tofue / 
TePerfians of the pit he does defpife, 
But to the men offenfefor aid bejlicsj . 
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On their experienced arms he now depends, 
Nor fears he odds if they hut prove hit friends ; 
For as he once a little handful chofe 
The numerous armies of the world ? oppofe> 
So backed by you who under/land the ruhu 
He hopes to rout the mighty baft of fools. 



TntmtitlptTUrmt. 



MEN. 



Dntry-Lam*. 
Alkxandkr the oxiat, Mr. Smith. 
He phest ion, Alexander's f m . _ . 

faTourite, }Mr.D««. 

Lysimachos, prince of the , _ _ _. 

blood. jMr.Bwmon. 

ca„a M .„, r^^r^ 

POLTPItCBON, ■{ ~y <-- _ _ 

c wfe!' ""*" rf *"{»*•***■. 

Thessalus, the Median, Mr. Farren. 
PKRoiccASyEcommaoder! Mr. Uiher. 
Eumexes, Mr. Norria, 

Aristander, a footh- f ., ._ . . 
^er, JMr.Wnghtm 

Slave, 



CovenhGardtn* 
Mr. Clinch. 

Mr. Wroughtoa. 
Mr. Hull. 

Mr. Fearon. 
Mr. Booth. 

Mr. Clarke. 

Mr. Thompfoa. 
Mr. Whitfield. 
Mr. Fox. 

Mr. L'Eftraage. 



Mr. Griffith. 

WOMEN. 

Mrs. Hunter. 



RoxANA,firftwifeof Ale- ("--.. v 
xander, ^ MifsYwng* 

Sysigambis, motherofthe ' *--* T . - w « . 

royalfamtty, ^ Mr* Johnfoi*. Mrs.Booth. 

Farisa ns, in love with *...- „ .. .-.. _ 

Lyfimachus, JMttHoftar, Mils. Dayes. 

Statira, married to Ale- f,, „ A .. „ , 

X3ndcr> - Mr*. Yates. Mrs. Hartley. 

SCENE B4BTL0F* 
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ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 

ACT I. 

Scene, the gardens tfSemiram*. 

HcTRtstiOM a*JlsrsiMACHXj$j%bting 9 Ctrratfarthig 
them. 

ClY«T>3. 

"W^at ! are ye madmen ? This a time for quarrel? 
Put up I fay-— or by the gods that form'd me 
He who refufes makes a foe of Clytua. 

Lyf. I have his fwotd. 

Clyt. But iiiftft not have his life. 

Lyf. Muft not, oldClytus! 

Clyt. Hairbraift'd boy you tmtfb not. 

Hepk Lend me thy fword, thou father of the war, 
Thou far-fam'd guard of Alexander's life. 
Curfe on this weak unexecuting arm ! 
Lend it, old Clytus, to redeem my fame ; 
Lyfimachus is brave, and elfe will fcorn me. 

Lyf. There, take thy fword $ and fince thou 'it bent on 
Know 't is thy glory that thou dy'ft by me. [death, 

Clyt. Stay thee Lyfimachus; Hepheftion hold; 
I bar you both. My body afterpos'd, 
Now let me fee which of you dares to ftrike. 
By Jove you'ave IHrrM Wife old man !— that rafli arm 
That firft advances moves againft the gods 
And our great kmg, whofe deputy I ftand. 

Zrjj/I-Some prop'rer time mnft terminate our quarrel. 

Hepb. Aud core the Weeding wounds my honour bears. 

Clyt. Someprdp'rertimc! 'tistfalfe— no hour is proper; 
No time mould fee a brave man do amifs. 
Say what 'a tire noWe caufe of all* this madnefs. 
What vaft ambition blows the dsng'rous fire ? 
Why, a vain, fmiling, whining, coz'ning, woman! 
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By all my triumphs in the heat of youth, 

When towns were fack'd and beauties proftrate lay, 

.When my blood boil'd, and .nature work'd me high, 

Clytus ne'er bow'd his body to fuch fhame ; 

I knew 'em, and defpis'd their cobweb arts. 

The whole fex is not worth a foldier's thought. 

Lyf. Our caufe of quarrel may to thee feem light, 
But know a lefs has fet the world in arms. 

Clyt. Yes, Troy they tell us by a woman fell; 
Curfe on the fex, they are the bane of virtue I 
Death ! I 'd rather this right arm were loft 
Than that the king mould hear of your. imprudence— 
What, on a day thus fet apart for triumph ! 

Lyf. We were indeed to blame. 

Clyt. This memorable day, . 
When our hot mailer, whofe impatient foul 
Outrides the fun, and fighs for other worlds , 
To fpread his conquefts and difFufe his glory, 
Now bids the trumpet for a while be fi lent, 
And plays with monarchs whom he us'd to drive, 
Shall we by broils awake him into rage, 
And roufe the lion that has ceas'd to roar? 

Lyf. Clytus, thou'rt right— put up thy fword Hephe- 
Had paffion not eclips'd the light of reafon [ition : 

Untold we might this confequence have feen. 

Hepb. Why has not reafon pow'r to conquer love ? 
Why are we thus enflav'd ? 

Clyt, Becaufe unmann'd, 
Becaufe ye follow Alexanders fleps. 
tieav'nsJ that a face mould thus bewitch his foul - 
And ruin all that's great and godlike in it ! 
Talk be my bane, yet the old man muft talk. 
Not fo he loy'd when he at IfTus fought 
And join'd in mighty combat with Darius, 
Whom from his chariot, flaming all with gems, 
He hurl'd to earth and catch'd th' imperial crown. 
'Twas not the fhaft of J^ove perform'd that feat ; 
tie knew no Cupids then. Now mark the change ; 
A brace of Rival Queens embroil the court, 
And while each hand is thus employ 'd in beauty 
Where has he room for glory ? 

Heph.. In his, heart* 
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Cfyt. Well faid young Minion ! — I indeed foWot 
To whom Itfpoke— But Syfigambiscomes: 
Now is your time, for with her comes an idol 
That claims homage. — I '11 attend the king. [Exit. 

Enter Sysigambis tw/£ a letter^ and Pari satis. 
Syf. Why will ye wound me with your fond complaints, 
And urge a fuit that I can never grant ? 
i You know my, child, 'tifc Alexander's will; 
Here he demands you for his lov'd Hepheftron; 
; To difobey hini might inflame his wrath, 
| And plunge our houfe inTuins yet unknown. 
| Par. To fooththis god and charm him into temper ' 

I Is there no vi&im, none butParifatis? 

r Muft I bedoom'd to wretchednefs and wo 
i That others may enjoy the conq'ror's fmiles? 
| Oh ! if you ever lov'd my royal fathe r . 

And furc you did, your gaining tears proclaim i t 

If ftill his name be dear, have pity on me ! 
.He would not thus have forc'd me to defpair; 

Indeed he would not-— Had I begg'd him thus 

He would -have heard me ere my heart was broke. 
Sjtf. When will my fufPrings end ? oh when, ye Gods ! 

For fixty rolling years my foul has ftood 

The dread viciffitudes of fate unmov'd ; 

I I thought 'em your decrees, and therefore yielded : 
But this laft trial, as it fprings from folly, 
Exceeds my fuff'rance, and I muft complain. 

I Lyf. When Syiigambis mourns no common wo 
Can be the caufe — 'tis mifery indeed. 
Yet pardon, mighty' queen ! a wretched prince 
Who thus prefumes to plead the caufe of love. 
Beyond my life, beyondthe world, [Kneeling.') I prize 
Fair Parifatis. — Hear me I conjure you ! 
As you have authoriz'd Hepheftion** vows 
Rcjeft not mine — grant me but equal leave 
To ferve the prmcefs, and let love decide, 

Heph. A bleffing like the beauteous Parifatis 
Whole years of fervice, and the world's wide empire, 
With all the blood "that circles in our veins, 
Can never merit, therefore in my favour 
I begg'd the king to interpofe his intVeft, 

B 
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Therefore I begg'd your majefty's afSftance ; 
Your word is paft, and ail my hopes reft on *t. 

Lyf rifing.~] Perifh fueh hopes \ for love's a gcn'roiw 
Which feeks the happinefs of her we love [paffion, 

Beyond th* enjoyment of our own defires; 
Nor kings nor parents here have ought to do : 
Love owns no influence, and difdains control* 
Let 'em ftand neuter< — 'ti« all I aik. 

Hepk. Such arrogance did Alexander woo 
Would lofe him all the conquefts he has won. 

Lyf To talk of conquefts well becomes the man 
Whofe life and fword are but his rival's gift 1 

Syf Jt grieves me, brave Lyfimachus, to find 
My pow'r fall ihort of my defires to ferve you* 
You know Hepheftion iirft declared his love, 
And 'tis as true I promts'd him my aid; 
Your glorious king, his, mighty advocate, 
Became himfelf an humble fuppliaat for him. 
Forget her prince, and triumph o'er your pallion, 
A conqueft worthy of a foul like thine. ' 

Lyf. Forget her Madam ! {boner ihall the fun 
Forget to mine and tumble from his fphere. 
Alas ! the ftream that circles thro' my heart 
Is lefs than love eflential to my being ! 
Farewell great queen— my honour now. demands 
That Alexander fhouid himfelf explain 
That wondrous merit which exalts his fav'rite, 
And cafts Lyfimachus at fuch a diftance. [Exit. 

Syf. In this wild tranfport of ungovern'd paffion 
Too far I fear he will incenfe the king. 
Is Alexander yet, my Lord; arrived ? 

Heph. Madam, I know not; but Caflander comes; 
He may perhaps inform us. 

Syf* I would Qmm him : 
Something there is, I know not why, that mocks me, 
Something my nature ihrinks at when I fee him. r 

rjctXfttitt* 

Enter Cass AHBEtL. 
Caf The face of Day now blufhes fcarlet deep, 
Now blackens into night ; the low'ring Sun, 
As if the dreadful bus'nefs he foreknew, 
Drives heavily his fable chariot on. - [Thwukr* 
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[ How fierce it lightens ! how it thunders round me ! 

: AH Nature feems alarm'd for Alexander. 

■ Why, be it fo : her pangs proclaim my triumph. 
My foul's firft wifties are to llartle Fate 
Andftrike amazement thro' the hoft of heav'n. 
A mad Chaldean with a flaming torch 
Came to my bed laft nrght, and bellowing o'er me, 
" Well had it been," he cry'd, " for Babylon 
" If curft Caffander never had been born. ,, 

. Enter Thessalvs with a packet. 
How now ? dear The/Talus ! what packet 's that ? 

The/. From Macedon ; a trufty Have juft brought it-/ 
Your father chides us for our cold delay 5 
He fays Craterus, by the king's appointment, 
Comes in his room to govern Macedon, 

, Which nothing but the tyrant's death can hinder;. 
Therefore he bids us boldly ftrike> 
Or quit our purpofe and confeft our fears. 
Caf. Is not his fate refolv'd ? this night he dies, 

' And thus my father but foreftals my purpofe. 
How am I flow then ? If I rode on thunder, 
Wing'd as the lightning, it would afk fome moments 
Ere I could blail the growth of this Coloflus. 

The/. Mark where the haughty Polyperchon comes f 
Some new affront by Alexander giv'n 
Swells in his heart, and ftinga htm into roadnefs. 

! Caf. Now, now's our time ; he muft, he mail, be ours i 

• His haughty foul will kindle at his wrongs, 

I Blaze into rage, and glory in revenge. 

I Enter Polyperchon. 

I Poly, Still as- 1 pafs frefti murmurs fill my ears ; 
All talk of wrongs, and mutter their complaints* 

f Poor foullefs reptiles !— their revenge expires 
In idle threats — the fortitude of cowards ! 
Their province is to talk, 't itf mine to a&, 
And (hew this tyrant when he dar'dto wrong me - 
He wrong'd a man whofe attribute is vengeance. ' 

Caf. AH nations bow their heads with fervile homage, 
And kifs the feet of this exalted man. 
The name, the fhout, the blaft, from ev'ry mouth 
Ie Alexander ! Alexander ftuns 
The li&'tting ear and drowns the voice of Heav'n I 

By 
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The earth's commanders fawn like crouching fpaaieln 
And if this hunter of the barb'rous world 
But wind himfelf a god all echo him 
With univerfal cry. 

Poly. I fawn or echo him I 
Caflander no ; my foul difdains the thought Y 
Let eaftern flaves or proftituted Greeks 
Crouch at hi& feet,, or tremble if he frown ; 
When Polyperchoncan defcendfo low, 
Falfe to that honour which thro? fields of death? 
I ftill have courted where the fight was~fierceft, 
Be- fcorn my portion, infamy my lot. 

Thef. The king may doom me to a thoufand tortures,, 
Ply me with fire, and rack me like Philotas, 
Ere I (hall ftoop to idolize his pride. 

Caf. Not AriAadner, had he rais'd all hell, 
Cou'd more have (hock'd my foul than thou-haft done 
By the bare mention of Philotas' murder. 
Oh Polyperchon ! how ihall I defcribe it r 
Did not your eyes rain blood to fee the hero * 
Did not your fpirits burft with fmother'd vengeance- 
To fee thy noble fellow- warriour tortur'd* 
Yet without groaning or a tear endure * - 

The torments of the damn'd ? Oh ! death to think it T. 
We faw him bruis'd, we faw his bones laid bare. 
His veins wide lac'd, and the poor qmVring fleflL 
With fiery pincers from his bofom torn,. 
Till all beheld where the great heart lay panting. 

Poly. Yet all like ihtues ftood!— cold lifelefc ftatucsl 
As if the fight had froze us into marble, 
When with coHe&ed rage we mould have flown. 
To inftant vengeance on the ruthlefs caufe, 
And plung'd a thoufand daggers in his heart. 

Caf. At our laft banquet, when the bowl had gone 
The giddy round, and wine infiam'd my fpirits* 
I faw Cratcrus and Hepheftion enter. 
In Perfian robes ; to Alexander's. health. 
They largely drank, and falling at his feet: 
With impious adoration thus addrefs'd 
Their idol god ; Hail, fon of thund'ring Jove !* 
Hail, firft of kings ! young Ammon, live for evert! 
Then kifs'd the ground, on which I laugh'd aloud* - 
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And fcoffing aflc'd 'cm why diey kifs'd no harder ? 
Whereon the tyrant, ftarting from his throne, 
Spurn'd me to earth, and ftamping on my neck, 
Learn thou to kifs it, was his fierce reoly. 
While with his foot he prefs'd me to the earth 
Till I lay welt'ring in a foam of blood. 

Poly. Thus when I mock'd the Perfians that ador'dhim 
He ftruck me on the face. 
And bid his guards chaftife me like a flave : 
But if he 'fcape my vengeance may he live 
Great as that god whofe name he thus profanes, 
And like a flave may I again be beaten, 
Scoff 'd as I oafs, and branded for a coward. 

Caf. There fpoke the fpirit of Califthenea. 
Remember he 's a man, his flefh as penetrable 
As any girl's, and wounded too as foon; 
To give him death no thunder* are required 1 
Struck by a done young Jupiter has fall'n, 
A fword has piere'd him and the blood has followed, 
Water will drown him, or the fire will burn ; 
Nay, we have feen an hundred common ailments 
Bring this immortal to the gate+of death. 

Poly. Oh let us»not delay the glorious bus'nefsf 
Our wrongs are great, and honour calls for Vengeance. 
Are your hearts firm ? 

The/. As Heaven or HeH can make 'em* 

Poly* Take then my hand, and if you doubt my truth 
Rip up my breaft and lay my heaxt upon it. 

Caf. While thus we join our hands and hearts together ' 
Remember Hermolaut, and be hi&Vd* 

Poly. Hufti'd as the eve before an hurricane, 
Or baleful planets when they flied their potions. 

Caf This day exulting Babylon receives r 
The mighty robber — with him eomes Roxana* 
Fierce haughty lair f on his return from India 
Artful (he met him in the height of triumph, 
And by a thou&nd wile* at Sufa kept him 
In all the luxury of eaftern revels. 

Poly. How bore Statin his revolted love ? 
For if I err not ere the king efpous'd her 
She made him promife to renounce Roxana* 

Thef. No words can paint the anguifh it occafion'd ; 

B iij 
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Ev'n Syfigambis wept, while the wrong'd queen, 
Struck to the heart, fell lifelefs on the ground, 
And thus remained, fpite of her care and cordials, 
For an hour. 

Caf. When the firft tumult of her grief was laid 
1 fought to fire her into wild revenge, 
And to that end with all the art I could 
Defcrib'dhis paffion for the bright Roxana y 
But tho' 1 could not to my wim inflame her,. 
Thus far at leaft her jealoufy will help ; 
She 'A give him troubles that perhaps may end him,. 
And fet the court in universal uproar. 
But fee, fhe comes. Our plots begin to ripen $ 
Now change the vizor, ev'ry one difperfe, 
And with a face of friendihip meet the king. [Exeunt. 
Enter Sysigambis, Statlra, and Pari sat is. 

Stat. Ob for a dagger,. a draught of poifon, flames! 
Swell heart ! break, break, thou wretched ftubborn thing ! 
Now by the (acred fire I '11 not be held V 
Why do you wifh my life, yet ftifle me for 
Want of air ? Pray give me leave to walk, 

Sjif. Is there no rev'rence to my perfon due ? 
Truft me, Statira, had thy father hv'd 
Darius wo»'d have heard me. 

Stat. Ohhe'sfalfe! 
This glorious man, this wonder of the world, 
Is to his love and ev'ry god forefworn ! 
Oh ! I have heard him breathe fuch ardent vows, 
Outweep the morning with his dewy eyes, 
And figh and fwear the lift'ning ftars away t ' 

Syf. Believe not rumour ; 't is impoffible : 
Thy Alexander is renown 'd for truth, 
Above decei t 

Stat. Away, and let me die : 
'Twas but my fondnefs, 'twas my cafy nature, 

Wou'd have, excus'd him. 

Are not his falfehoods and Statira's wrongs 
A fubject canvafs'd in the mouths of million*? 
The babbling world can talk of nothing elfe. 
Why, Alexander, why wouldft thou deceive me I 
Have I not lov'd thee, cruel as thou art ! ^ 
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Have I not kifs'd thy ^wounds with dying fondnefi, 
Bath'd 'em in tears, and bound 'em with my hair! 
Whole nights Pave fat and watcl^'d thee as a child, 
Lull'd thy fierce pains, and fung thee to repofe ! 
. Par. If man can thus renounce the folemn ties 
Of facred love who wou'd regard his tows? 

Stat. Regard hfs vows ! the monfter, traitor ! Oh ! 
I will forfake the haunts of men, converfe 

No more with aught that 's human, dwell with darknefs ; 

For fince the fight of him is now unwelcome, 

What has the world to give Statira joy i 

Yet I mull tell "thee, perjured as he is, 

Not the foft breezes of the genial fpring, 

The fragrant violet or op'ning rofe, 

Arc half fo fweet as Alexander's breath. 

Then he will talk— good Gods ! how he will talk ! . 

He fpeaks the kindeft words, and looks fuch things, 

Vows with fuch paffion, and fwears with fuch a grace,. 

That it kheav'n to be deluded by him 1. 
Syfi Her forrows muft have way^ 
Stat. Roxana then enjoys my perjur'd love r 

Roxana clafps my monarch in her arms, 

Dotes on my conq'ror, my dear lord, my king ! 

Oh, 'tis too much ! by Heav'n I cannot bear it ! 

She clafps him all — (he, the curft happy fhe— 

I'll die, or rid me of the burning torture ! 

Hear me bright god of Day ! hear ev'ry god. 
Syf. Take heed Statira, weigh it well my child, 

Ere defp'rate love enforces you to fwear. 
Stat. Oh ! fear not that, already have I weigh'd it, 

And in the prefence here of Heav'n and you 

Renounce all converfe with perfidious man. 

Farewell ye coz'ners of our eafy fex ! 

And thou, the falfeft of the faithlefs kind, 

Farewell for ever ! Oh, farewell ! farewell I 

If I but mention him the tears will flow ! 

How couldft thou, cruel ! wrong a heart like mine, . 

Thus fond, thus doting, ev'n to madnefs, on thee ! 
Syf. Clear up thy griefs, thy Alexander comes, 

Tri umphant i n the fpoils of conquerM India j 

This day the hero enters Babylon. 
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Stat. Why,let him come ; all cyeswfllgaze withrapture* 
All hearts will joy to fee the vi&or pais, 
All but the wretched the forlorn Statira. 

Syf. Wilt thou not fee him then? 

Stat, Ifwear,andHeav'nbe witne&tomy vow! [Kneelu 
Never from this fad hour, never to fee 
Nor fpeak, no, nor, if poffible, to think 
Of Alexander more. This it my vow> 
And when I break i t 

Syf. Do not rain all. 

Stat. May I again be perjured and deluded ! 
May Furies rend my heart 3 may lightnings Waft met 

Syf. Recall, my child, the dreadful imprecation* 

Stat. No, Twill publifh it tmV all the court, 
Then to the bowers of great Semiramis 
Retire for ever from the treacherous world, 
There from man's fight will I conceal my woes r 
And feek in foktude a calm repofe. 
Nor pray'rs nor tears ftxall my refohrcs control, 
Nor love itfelf, that tyrant of the foul. [Exeunt. 



J ACT II. 

Scene, atFtumpbal arch* 

CaSSANDER tfS</P0LYPERCH0N* 
TT Ca 3 SANDER. 

II E comes, the headlong Alexander comes ; 
The gods forbid htm Babylon in vain ; 
In vain do prodigies foretel his fall : • """ 

Attended by a throng of fcepter'd flaves * - 

This rapid conq'ror of the ravag'd globe 
Makes his appearance, and defies the danger. 

Poly. Why all this noife— ye partial Pow'rs declare— 
Thefe ftarts of nature, at a tyrant's doom ? 
Is Alexander of fuch wondrous moment 
That Heav'n fhould feel the wild alarms of fear, 
And Fate itfelf become a babbler for him ? 

Gaf Cas*d in the very arms we faw him wear 
The fpirit of his father haunts the court 
In all the majefty of folemn forrow : 
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The awful fpe&re fix'd his eyes upon, me, 
Wa^d his pale hand — andthreatful (hook his head, 
Groan M out Forbea r a nd vaniftVd from my view. 
A fear till then unknown poiTefs'd my foul, *> 
And fick'ning Nature trembled at the fight ! 

Poly. Why mould you tremble ?- -Had the yawning earth 
Laid all the tortures of the damn'd before me 
My foul, unfhaken in her firm refolve, 
WouM brave thofe tortures and purfue the tyrant. 

Caf. Yes, Polyperchon, he this night (hall die; 
Our plots in fpite of prodigies advance ; 
Succefs attends us.— Oh, it joys my foul 

Ko deal deftru&ion like the hand of Hcav'n, 
elt while unfeen! 

Poly. The Perfians all diflatisfy'd appear, 
iudly they murmur at Statira's wrongs, 
id fiercely cenfure Alexander's falfehoocL 
Caf. I know he loves Statira more than life* 
" when he hears the folemn vow (he made* 
oath that bars hex from his fight for ever* 
Remorfe and horrour will at once invade him, 
Rend his wreck'd foul, and ru(h him into madnefs. 

Poly. Of that anon — the court begins to thicken ; 
From ev'ry province of the widc-fpread earth 
Ambaffadors in Babylon are met, 
As if mankind had previoufly agreed 
To compliment the tyrant's boundlefs pride, 
And hold a folemn fynod of the world 
Where Alexander like a god mould dictate. 

Caf. We muft away or mingle with, the crowd. 
Adore this god till apt occafion calls 
To make him what'he wou'd be thought—- immortal. 

[Exeunt. 
Afymphony af warlike mvfick* 
Enter Ci/YTUS, ««</ Aristander in bis robes. 
Arifl. Hafte, rev'rend Clytus, hafte and flop the king. 
Clyt. Already is* he enter'd, and the throng 
Of princes that (unround him is fo great 
They keep at diftance all that would approach* 

Arifl. Were he encircled by the gods themfelves 
I muft be hea*c& for death awaits his ftay. 

Clyt. Then place yourfelf within his trumpet's found; 
Shortly he '11 appear* [Exeunt* 
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Enter Alexander in a triumphal car drawn by black JktvJk 
trophies and warlike enfigns in proceffion before bhm 
Clytus,Hephe8Tion, JLts!machus,Ak>istamdeJ 
Captives^ Guards $ and Attendants* 

I. 

Sec the conq'ring hero comes, * 

Sound the trumpet beat the drums ; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, • 
Sports of triumph to him fipg. 
II. 
See the godlike youth advance, 
Breathe the flute and lead the dance; 
Myrtle wreath and roles twine 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 

Heph* Hail, fon of Jove ! great Alexander ! hail. . 

Alex. Rife all ; and thou my fecond fclf, my friend* 
Oh, my Hepheition ! raife thee from the earth I 
Come to my arms, and hide thee in my heart; 
Nearer, yet nearer, eife thou k>Vft me not. 

Hepb. Not love my king! bear witnefs all ye Pow'n, 
And let your thunder nailme to the centre 
If facred friendship ever burn'd more brightly ! 
Immortal bofoms can alone admit. 
A flame more pure, more permanent, than mine. 

Alex. Thou dearer to me than my groves of laurel* 
I know thou lov'ft thy Alexander more 
Than Clytus^does the king. 
- Lyf, Now for my fate ! 
I fee that death awaits me*— yet PU on. 
Dread Sir ! I caft me at your royal feet. 

Ahx* Rife, my Lyfimachus; thy veins and mine 
From the fame fountain have deriv'd their ft reams i 
Rife to my arms, and let thy king embrace thee* 
Is not that Clytus ? 

ClyU Your old faithful foldier* 

Alex. Clyttts, thy hand — thy hand Lyfimaehur; 
Thus double arm'd methinks 
I ftand tremendous as the Lybian god, 
Who while his prieffcs and I quaff'd facred blood 
Acknowledged me his fon: my lightning thou, 
And thou my mighty thunder. I have feen 
Thy gtitt'ring fword outfly celeftial fire ; . 
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And when I 'ave cry'd Begone and execute, 

Pavefeen him run fwifter than ftarting hinds, 

Nor bent the tender grafs beneath his feet. 
Lyf. When fame invites, and Alexander leads, 

Dangers and toils but animate the brave* 

ClyU Perifh the foldier inglorious and defpis'd 
: Who ftarte from either when the King cries— On. 
\ Alex. Oh Clytus ! Oh my noble veteran ! 
[ 'Twas, 1 remember, when I paft'd the Granicus 
j His arm preferv'd me from unequal force : 
; When fierce Itanor and the bold Rhefaces 

Fell both upon me with two mighty blows, 

And clove my tempered belmefquite aftfhder, 
• Then like a god flew Clytus to my aid, 
I Thy thunder ftruck Rhefaces to the ground, 

And turn'd with ready vengeance on Itanor. 

ClyU To your own deeds that victory you owe, 
1 And fore your arms did never boaft a nobler. 
? Alex. By Heav'n they never did ; they never can ; 
' And II more glory to have pafs'd that ft ream 
' Than to have drove a million o'er the plain. 
; Can none remember, yes, I know all muft, 
i When Glory like the dazzling eagle ftood 
[ Perch'd on my beaver in the Granick flood, 
; When Fortune's felf my ftandard trembling bore, 
: And the pale Fates ftood frighted on the more, 

When each immortal on the billows rode, 

And I myfelf appeared the leading god ? 
A rift. Halle, firft of heroes, from this fatal place ; 

Far, far from Babylon enjoy your triumph, 

Or all the- glories which your youth has won 

Are blafted in their fpring. 
Alex. What mean thy fears ? 

And why that wild diftra&ion on thy brow ? 

Arijl. This morn, great King! I xiew'd the angry /ky # 

And frighted at the direful prodigies 

To Orofraades far inftru&ion flew; 

But as I pray 'd deep echoing groans I heard, 

And fhrieks as of the damn'd that hewl for fin* 

Shock'd at the omen, while amaz'd I lay 

inproftrate rev'rence on the trembling floor, 
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Thus fpoke the god: 

The brighteft glory of imperial man, 

The pride of nations, and the boaft of fame, 

Remorfelefs Fate in Babylon has doom'd 

To hidden and irrevocable ruin. 

Alex. If Heav'n ordains that Babylon muft fall 
Can I prevent th* immutable decree ?_ 
Enter Perdiccas. 

Per. Ohorrouri horrour! dreadful and portentous! 

Alex. How now Perdiccas i whence this exclamation? 

Per. As Meleager and inyfelf this mom 
Led forth the Perfian horfe to exercife 
We heard a ooife as of a rufhing wind, 
When fuddenly a flight of baleful birds, 
Like a thick cloud, obfcurVi the face of heav'n ; 
On founding wings from different parts they flew, 
Encount'ring met, and battled in the air, 
Their talons clanVd, their beaks gave mighty blows, 
Andihow'rs of blood fell copious from their wounds. 

Alex. Thp' all the curtains of the (ky were drawn, 
And the ftars wink, young Amnion mall go on. 
While my Statira mines I cannot ftray, 1 

Love lifts his torch toi|£ht me on my way, > 

And her bright eyes create another aay. J 

Lyf. Vouchsafe, dread Sir! to hear my humble fuit ; 
~ A prince entreats it. 

Alex. A foldier aiks, it ; that 's the nobieft claim. 

Lyf. For all the fervicesmy word has done 
Humbly I beg the princefs Parifatis. 

Alex. Lyfimachus, no more— it is not well 
My word, you know, was to Hepheftion giv'n : 
How dare you then 

Lyf . At your command to fcale th* embattled wall, 
Or fetch the gore-dy'd itandard from the foe, 
When has Hepheftion flown with warmer zeal? 
When did he leave Lyfimachus behind ? 
Thcfe I have done, for thefe were in my pow'r; 
But when you charge me to renounce my love, 
And from my thoughts to bani/h Parifatis., " 
Obedience there become^ impoflible, 
Nature revolts, and my whole foul rebels. 

Alex. It does, brave Sir i— Now hear me, and be dumb. 
i 
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When by my order curft CaMhenes 
Was as a traitor doom'd to live in torments, 
Your pity fped him in defpite of me. 
Think not I hare forgot your indolence, 
No, tho* I pardon 'd it — Yet if again 
JThou dar'ft to crofe me with another crime 
The bolts of fury (hall be doubled on thee. 
In the mean-time— think not of Parifatis, 
For if thou doft — by the immortal Ammon 
I'll not regard that blood of mine thou (har'ft, 
Jut ufe thee us the vilcft Macedonian. 

Lyf. I knew you partial ere I mov'd jny fuit, 
I Yet know it (hakes not my determine purpofe; 
While I iiave life and ftrength to wield a fword 
I never -will forego the glorious claim* 

Alex. Againft my life ! ha ! traitor, was it fo? 
*Tis laid that I am ram, of hafly humour; 
But I appeal to the immortal god* * 
If ever petty, poor, provincial, lord 
Had tempter like to mine ? My (lave, whom I 
Could tread to clay, dares utter bloody threats. 

Clyt. Forgive, dread Sir! the frantick warmth of love; 
The noble prince, I read it in his eyes, 
Wou'd die a thoufand deaths to ferve his king, 
; And jiiftify his loyalty ajad truth. 

Lyf. I meant his minion there Should feel my arm ; 
j Love claims iiis blood, nor (hall he live to triumph 
: In that deitruction that awaits his rival. 

Alex. I pardon thee for my old Clytus' fake; 
I But if once more thou mention thy ram love, 
Or dar'ft attempt Hepheition's precious life, 
', I'll pour fuch ftonrts of indignation oa thee 
Philotas' rack, CaMhenes' difgrace, 
Shall be delight to what thou (halt endure. 

Clyt. My XiOfid, the aged queen, with Fari&tis, 
i Come to congratulate your fafe arrival. 

Enter Sysigambis and Pari satis. 

Alex. Oh thou, the bed of women, Syfigambis! 
Source of my joy* bleft parent of my love ! 

Syf. In humble duty to the gods and you 
Permit us, Sir, with gratitude to kneel. 
Thro* you the royal houfe of Perfia mines,' 

C 
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Rais'd from the depth of wretchcdnefs and nria, 
In all the fplendour of imperial greatnefs. 
To meet me thus was generoufly done, 
But ft ill there wants to crown my happinefs 
That treafure of my foul, my dear Statira ! 
Had me but come to meet her Alexander 
I had been bleft indeed. 

Clyt. Now who fhall dare 
To tell him of the queen'* vow ?• 

Alex. How fares 
My love ?— Ha ! neither anfwer me ! all filent ! 
A fudden horrour, like a bolt of ice, 
Shoots to my heart, and numbs the feat of life, 

Heph. I would relate it, but, my courage fails me. 

Alex: Why Hand you all as you were rooted here ? 
What ! will none anfwer? my Hepheftion filent! 
If thou haft any love for Alexander, 
If ever I oblig'd thee by my care, 
When thro' the field of death my eye has watch 'd thee, 
Refolve my doubts, and refcue me from madnefs. 

Heph. Your mourning queen has no difeafe but grief, 
Occaiion'd by the jealous pangs of love. 
She heard, tiread Sir! (for what can 'fcape a lover) 
That you, regardlefs of your vows, at Sufa 
Had to Roxana's charms refign'd your heart, 
AndrevelPd iii the joys you once forefwore. 

Alex, I own the fubtile forc'refs in my riot, 
My reafon gone, feducM me to her bed, 
But when I wak'd I fhook the Circe off, 
Tho' the enchantrefs held me by the arm, 
And wept and gaz'd with all the force of love ; 
Nor griev'd I lefs for that* which I had done 
Than when at Thais' fuit, enrag'd with wine, 
I fet the fam'd PerfepoKs on fire. 

Heph, Your queen Statira, in the rage of grief r 
And agony of defp'rate love, has fworn 
Never to fee your Majefty. again. 

Alex. Oh Madam ! has (he? has Statira fworn 
Never to fee her Alexander more ? 
Impofiible I (he c'oti'd not, wou'd not, fwear ifc. 
Js ihe not gentle as the guilelcfs infant, 
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Mild as the genial breezes of the fpring, 

And fofter than the melting fighs of love? 
Par. With forrow, Sir, I heard the folemn vow, 

My mother heard it, and in vain adjur'd her 

■By ev'ry tender motive to recall it. 

Syf. But with that ficrcenefs (he refents her wrongs, 

Dwells on your fault, and heightens the offence, 

.That I could wifh your Majefty forget her. 
Alex. Hal could you wifli me to forget Statira ! 

The ftar which brightens Alexander's life, 

His guide by day and goddefs of his nights ! 

I feel her now, (he beats in ev'ry pulfe, 

Throbs at my. heart, and circles with my blood! 
Syf. Have patience fon, and truft to Heav'n and me; 

If my authority has any influence 

I will exert it* and (he (hall be your's. 
[ Alex. Hafte, Madam, hafte, if you would have me live ; 
! Fly ere for ever (he abjure the world, 

And flop the fad proceflion : [Exit Syf.'] and Parifatis, 

Hang thou aboujfc her, warn her feet with tears. 

Nay hafte : the breath of gads and eloquence • 

* Of angels go along with you. * [Exit Parifatis. 
Oh my heart! 

Lyf Now let your Majefty who feels the pangs 
: Of difappointed love reflect on mine. 
J Alex.Hzl ' 

! Clyt. What, are you mad ? is this a time to plead ! 
| Lyf. The prop'reit time ; he dares not now be partial, 
Left Heav'ri in juftice mould avenge my wrongs, 
1 And double ev'ry. pan g which he feels now. 

Alex. Why doft thou tempt nx thus to thy undoing ? 

• Death thou flaouldft have were it not courted fo : 
But know, to thy confuiion, that my word, 
Like Deftiny, admits of no repeal ; v 
Therefore in chains (halt thou behold the nuptials 
Of my Hepheftion. Guards, take him prifoncr. 

[ The Guards faze Lyjtmachus. 
Lyf Away ye Slaves ! I '11 not refign my fword 
Till firft I 'ave drench'd it in my rival's blood. 

Alex. I charge you kill him not ; take him alive : 
The dignity of kings is now concern'd, 
And I will find a way to tame this rebel. 

Cij 
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Clyt. Kneel— for I fee rag* lightning in his eyes; 

Lyf. I neither hope nor will I fue for pardon. 
Had I my fword and liberty again, 
Again I would attempt his fav'rite's heart. 

Alex. Hence from my fight, and bear him to a dungeon. 
Perd iccas, give this lion to a lion : 
None (peak for him : fly ; flop his mouth ;. away. 

[Exeunt Lyf. Perd. and Guard}. 

ClyU This comes of women — the refuk of love.: 
'Tis folly all, 't is frenzy and difh-action; 
Yet were I heated now with wine I doubt 
I fhould be preaching in this fool's behalf. 

Alex. Come hither Clytus, and my friend Hepheftion^ 
Lend me your arms : 
I fear betwixt Statira's cruel vows 
And fond Roxana's arts your king will fall. 

Clyt. Better the race of women. were deftroycd, 
And Perfia funk in everlafting ruin ! 

Heph: Look up my Lord,, and bend not thuay our head,, 
As if you purpos'dto forfake the world, 
Which you have greatly won. 

Akx. Wou'd I had not ; 
There 's no true joy in fuch unwieldy fortune- 
Eternal gazers lafting troubles make ; 
All find my fpots, bat few obfierve my brightneis*. 
Stand from about me all, and give me air. 
Yes, I will fhake this Cupid from my foul, 
I'll fright the feeble god with war's alarms, 
■Or drown his pow'r in floods of hoftile blood. 
Grant me, great Mars ! once more inarms to mine* 
And break like lightning thro' th' embattled line, 
Thro' fields of death to whirl- the rapid car r 
And blaze amidft the thunder of the war* 
Refiftlefs as the bolt that rends the grove. 
Or greatly perifh like the fon of Jove.. \Exmt. 
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i 

ACT IIL 

Scene, an open court; trumpets founding a dead march ; Ly- 
simachus kdprifoner; Eumenls, Perdiccas, Pari* 
satis, and Guards, 

Parisatis. 

Ota y my Lyfimachus ! a moment flay ! 

Oh, whither art thou going ! —hold a moment ! 

Unkind ! thou know'il my life was wrapt in thine, 

Why wouldft thou then to worfe than death expofe me I 
Lyf. Oh, may'il thou live in joys without allay 1 

Grant it ye Gods ! a better fortune waits thee ; 

Live and enjoy it — 'tis my dying wifh, 

While to the grave the loft Lyfimachus 

Alone. retires, and bids the world adieu. 
Par. Ev'n in that grave will Parifatis join thee ; 

Yes, cruel man i not dearth itfelf mail part us: 

A mother's pow'r, a filler's foft'ning tears, 
! With all the fury of a tyrant's frown, 
; Shall not compel me to outlive thy Jofs. 
I Lyf. Were I to live till Nature's felf decay'd 
; This wondrous wafte of unexampled love 
r I never could repay — Oh Parifatis ! 
j Thy charms might fire a coward into courage, 
! How mull they aft then on a foul like mine ? 
; Defencelefs and unarm'd I fight for thee, 
i And may perhaps compel th* aftoninVd world, 
! And force the king, to own that I deferve thee. 

Eumenes, take the princefs to thy charge. 
| Away Perdiccas, ail my foul 's on fire. [Exeunt. 

Scene, the palace. 

Enter Roxana /wk/Cassander. 

Rox. Defertedl faidft thou? for a girl abandon 'df 
A puny girl, made up of waU'ryfr elements! 
Shall fhe embrace the god of nrydefires, 
And triumph in the heart Roxana claims ? 

Ca/l Oh princefs ! had you feen his wild defpair, 
Had you beheld him when he heard her vow, 
Words wou'd but wrong the agonies he felt ; 
He fainted thrice, and life feem'd fled for ever; 
And when by our afiiduous care recall'd, 

C iij 
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He fnatch'd his fword, aad aim'd it at "his breaft, 
Then rail'd at you with moft unheard of curfes. 

Rox. If I forget it may'ft thou, Jove, deprive me 
Of vengeance, make me the moft wretched thing 
On earth while living, and when dead the loweft 
Of the fiends. 

Caf. Oh, npblyfaid! 
Juft is the vengeance which inflames your foul ; • 

Your wrongs demand it-. but let reafon govern ^ 

This wild rage elfe may difappoint your aims. 

Rox. Away, away, and give a whirlwind room ! 
Pride, indignation, fury, and contempt, 
War in my breaft, and torture me to madnefs. 

Caf. Oh ! think not I would check your boldeft flights? 
No — I approve 'em, and will aid your vengeance ; 
But, princefs, let us chufe the fafeft courfe, 
Or we may give our foes n*w csufe of triumph, 
Should they difcover and prevent our purpofe. 

Rox. Fear not Caflander, nothing fhall prevent it j. 
Roxana dooms him, and her voice is fate. 
My foul from childhood has afpir'd to empire ;. 
In early nonage I was us'd to reign 
Among my {he-companionsj- I defpis'd 
The trifling arts and little wiles of women r 
And taught 'em with an Amazonian fpirit 
To win the fteed, to chafe the foaming boary 
And conquer man, the lawlefs chartered favage. • 

Caf. Her words, her looks, her eVry motion, fires*mcr, 

Rox. But when I heard of Alexander's fame, 
How with a handful he had vanquifh'd millions, 
SpoiPd all the Eaft, and captive held our queens* 
Unconquer'd by their charms, • 
With heav'nly pity he affuag'd their woes, 
Dry'd up their tearsy and footh'dthem into peace, 
I hung attentive on my father's lips, 
And wifh'd him tell the wondrous tale again. 
No longer pleafing were my former fports, 
Love had its turn, and all the woman reign'd :. 
Involuntary fighs heav'd in my breaft, 
And glowing blufhes crimfon'd on my cheek ; 
Ev'n in my (lumbers I have often mourn'd 
In plaintive founds, and murmur'd Alexander* 
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Caf Curfe on his name— -fhe dotes upon him ftill. 

Rom. At length this conq'ror to Zogdia came, 
And cover'do'er with laurels ftorm'd the city 2 
But oh Caffander! where (hall I find words 
To paint th* ecftatick tranfports of my foul 
When midft a circle of unrivall'd beauties 
I faw myfelf diftinguifcVd by the hero ! 
With artlefs rapture I receiv'd hia vows, 
The warmeft fure that ever lover breath'd 
Of fervent love and everlafking truth. 

Caf And need you then be told thofe times are pad I 
Statira now cngrofies all his thoughts ; 
The Perfian queen without a rival reigns 
Sole miftrefs of his heart— nor can thy charms, 
The brighteft fure that ever woman boafted, 
Korall his vows of everlafting love, 
Secure Roxanafrom difdain andinfult. 
' Rax- Oh thou haft rous'd the lion in my foul! 
Ha! mall the daughter of Darius hold him? 
No, 'tis refolvM r I will refume my fphcre, 
Or falling fpread a gen'ral ruin round me. 
Roxana and Statira ! they are names 
That mud for ever jar ; 
When they encounter thunders muft enfue. 

- Caf Behold me comes in all the pomp of forrow, 
DetenrnVd to fulfil her folemn vow ! [ They retirh 

Enter Sysigambts and Statira. 

Rox. Away, and let us mark th* important fcene. 

Syf. Oh my Statira I how has paffion chang'd thee! 
Think in the rage of difappointed love, 
If treated thus and hurry'd to extremes, 
What Alexander may denounce againft us, 
Againft the poor remains of loft Darius. 

Stat. Oh fear not that ! I know he will be kind, 
For my fake kind, to you and Parifatis. 
Tell him I raiPd not at his falfehood to me, 
But with my parting breath fpoke kindly of him ; 
Tell him I wept at our divided loves, 
And fighing fent a laft forgivenefs to him. 

Syf. "No, I can ne'er again prefume to meet him. 
Never approach the much-wrong'd Alexander, 

If thou refufe to fee him. Oh Statira 1 

Thy aged mother and thy weeping country 
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Claim thy regard and challenge thy companion : 
Hear us, my child) and lift us from defpair. 

Stat. Thus low I caft me at your royal feet 
To bathe them wkh my tears ; or if you pleafe 
I '11 let out life and warn 'em with my blood: 
But I conjure you not to rack my foul, 
-Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfect madnefs : 
Should now Darius' awful ghoft appear, 
And you my mother ftand befeeching by, 
I would perli ft to death and keep my vow. 

Rox. This fortitude of foul compels my wonder. 

Syf* Hence from my fight ! ungrateful wretch begone! 
Hence to fome defert, 

And hide thee where bright virtue never mone, 
For in the fight of Heav'n I here renounce 
And call thee off, an alien to my blood. [Exit Sjf* 

Rox an a comes forward, 

Rox. Forgive, great queen ! th* intrufion of a ftranger; 
With grief Roxana lees Statira weep : 
I 'ave heard and much applaud your fixt refolve 
To quit the world for Alexander's fake, 
And yet I fear fo greatly he adores you 
That he will rather chufe to die of forrow 
Than live for the defpis'd Roxana's charms. 

Stat. Spare, Madam, fpare your counterfeited fears; 
.You know your beauty and have prov'd its pow'r : 
Tho' humbly born, have you not captive held 
In love's foft chains the conq'rorof the world! 
Away to libertines and boaft thy conqueft, 
A fhameful conqueft ! In his hours of riot 
Then, only then, Roxana could furprife 
My Alexander's heart. 

Rox. To fome romantick grove's fequefter'd gloom 
Thy fickly virtue would it feems retire 
To fhun the triumphs of a favour'd rival. 
In vain thou fly'ft — for there, even there, I '11 haunt thee, 
Plague thee all day, and torture thee aH night : 
There malt thou hear in what ecftatick joys 
Roxana revels with the firft of men ; 
Aad as thou hear'ft the rapt'rous fcene recited 
With frantick jealoufy thou 'It madly curfe 
Thy own weak charms that could not fix the rovet* 
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Stat. How weak is woman ! at the ftorm (he flrrinks* 
Dreads the drawn fword and trembles at the thunder; 
Yet when ftrong jealoufy inflames her foul 
The fword may glitter and the tempeft roar ; 
; She fcornsthe danger and provokes her fate* 
i Rival, I thank thee— thou haft fir'd my foul r 
And rais'da ftorm beyond thy pow'r to lay j 
| Soon (halt thou tremble at the dire effe&s* 
And curfe too late the folly that undid thee* 

Rox. Sure thedifdain'd Statira dares not mean it* 
* Stat. By all my hopes of happinefs I dare : 
And know, proud woman, what a mother's threats, 
A lifter's fighs, and Alexander's tears. 
Could not efie& thy rival rage has done* 
My foul, that darts, at breach of oaths begun, 
Shall to thy ruin violated run : 
I'll fee the King in fpite of all I fwore*. 
Tho' enrs'd, that thou may'ft never fee him more* 
| Enter Alexander, Hephestion, Clytus, izfe. 
j Altx. Oh my Statira ! — thou relentlefs fair i 
■ Turn thine eyes on me — I would talk to- thcon 
j What fhall I fay to work upon thy foul ! 
! What words, what looks, can melt thee to forgivenefs? 
i Stat. Talk of Roxana and the conquer'd Indies, 
Thy great adventures and fuccefsful love,. 
I And I will liften to the rapt'rous tale £ 
' But rather ftrnn me, fhun a defp'rate wretch 
Refign'd to forrow and eternal wo. 

Alex. Oh, I could die, with tranfport dic 9 before thee I 
Wouldft thou but as I lay convuls'd in death 
Caft a kind look or drop a tender tear : 
1 Say but 'twas pity one fo fam'd inarms, 
One who has 'fcap'd a thoufand deaths in battle,, 
For the firft fault fhould fall a wretched vi&im 
To jealous anger and offended love. 

Rox. Am I then fall'n fo low in thy elleem 
That for another thou wouldft rather die 
Than live for me ? — How am I alter'd tell me, 
Since laft at Sufa with repeated oaths 
You fwore the conqueft of the world afforded 
Lefa joy, lefs glory, than Roxana's love ? 

«^#.Take,take that conquered world, difpofe of crowns, 
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And canton out the empires of the globe ! 

But leave me, Madam, with repentant tears 

And undiffembled forrows to atone 

The wrongs I 'ave offer'd to this injur'd excellence. 

Rox. Yes, I will go, ungrateful as thou art ! 
Bane to my life, and murd'rer of my peace, 
I will be gone ; this laft difdain has qur'd me. [ 

But have a care — I warn you not to truft me, . 

Or by the gods, that witnefs to thy perjuries, 
I '11 raife a lire that fhall confume you both, 
Tho' I partake the ruin. [Exit. 

Enter Sysxcambis. 

Stat. Alexander !— Oh, is it poffibk ! 
Immortal gods ! can guilt appear fo lovely? 
Yet, yet I pardon, I forgive thee all. 

Alex, Forgive me all ! oh catch the heav'nly founds! 
Catch 'em ye Winds ! and aB ye fly difperfe 
The rapt'rouB tidings thro' th' extended world, 
That all may fhare. in Alexander's joy ! 

Stat. Yes, dear Deceiver ! I forgive thee all, 
But longer dare not hear thy charming tongue, 
For while I heat thee my refolves giv« way ; 
Be therefore quick, and take thy laft farewell : 
Fare wdl my love-eternally farewell! 

Alex. Oh, my Hepheftion ! bear me or I fink. 
Why, why Statira, will you ufe me thus f 
I know the caufe, my working brain divines ft ; 
You fay you 'ave pardon'd, but with this referve, 
Never again to blefs me with your love, 

Stat. Allfeeing Heav'n fupport me ! 

Alex. Speak to me love ; tho' banifhment and death < 
Hang on thy lips, yet while thy tongue pronounces 
The mufick will a while fufpend my pains, 
And mitigate the horrours of defpair. 
Oh, could I fee fou thus ! 

Stat. His forrows wound my heart, 
Soft pity pleads, and I again, muft love him ; 
But I have fworn, and therefore cannot yield. 

Alex. Go then, inhuman ! triumph in my pains, 
Feed on the pangs that rend this wretched heart, 
For now 't is plain you never lov'd. Statira ! 
Oh, I could found that charming cruel name 
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Till the tir'd Echo faint with repetition, 

* Till all the breathlefs groves and quiet myrtles 
Shook with my figha, as if a tempeft bow'd'em : 

j, My tongue could dwell for ever on that name. 
"Statira! ohStatira! 

. Stat. Such was his looks, fo melting was his voice, 
Such his foft iighs, tyid his deluding tears, 
When with that pleating perjur'd breath avowing 
Hie whifpers trembled thro* my credulous ears, 
And told the ftory of my utter ruin, 
pods ! if I flay I mall again believe : % 

^Farewell, thou greateft plcafure, greateft pain! 
I Alex. I charge ye ftay her ; 

Sh turn thee, thou bewitching brightnefs, turn f 
[ear my la ft words, and fee my dying pangs! 
£Lo! at your feet behold a monarch falls, 
A prince who gave the conquer'd world to thee, 
And thought thy love bought cheaply with the gift, 
Whofe glories, laurels, bloom but in thy fmiles, 
iHow fhri|nk and blafted by thy cruel hate, 
iJntimely falls. Yet oh ! when thou fhalt die ^ 
&fay death be mild, as thou art cruel *ow, 
And may thy beauties gently fink to earth, 
While circling angels waft thee to repofe ! 

Syf. Art thou turn'd favage ? is thy heart of marble ? 
But if this pofture move thee hot to pity 

* never will fpeak more. 
Alex. Oh my Statira ! 

fwear, my queen, I'll not outlive our parting. 

y foul grows flill as death. Say, wilt thou pardon ? 

"is all I afk. Wilt thou forgive the tranfports 

fa deep wounded heart, and all is well ? 

Stat. Rife, and may Heav'n forgive you like Statira ! 
\ Alex. Ypu are too gracious — Clytus, bear me hence. 
When I am laid i' th' earth yield her the world. 
^There's fomething here that heaves as cold as ice, 
5That ftops my breath. Farewell, farewell for ever ! 

Stat. Hold off, and let me run into his arms. 
My life, my love, my lord, my Alexander ! 
If thy Statira's love can give thee joy 
Revive, and be immortal as the gods. ' 

Alex. My fhitt'ring heart, tumultuous with its blifs, 
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Would leap into thy bofom : 'tis too much* 

Oh let me prefs thee in my eager arms. 

And ftrain thee hard to my tranfported breaft! 

StaU But (hall Roxana 

Alex, Let her not be nam'd. 
Oh Madam i how (hall I repay your goodnefs, 
And you my fellow-warriours, who qpuld grieve 
For your loft king ? But talk of grief* no more ; 
The banquet waits, and I invite you all. 
My equals in the throne as in the grave, 
Without diftin&ion come, and (hare my joy. 

ClyU Excufe me. Sir, if I for once am abfent. 

Alex. Excufe thee Clytus ! none mail be excus'd 
AH revel out the day, 'tis my command. 
- Gay as the Ptrfian god ourfelf will ftand 
With a crown 'd goblet in our lifted hand ; 
Young Ammon and Statira (hall go found, 
While as tick meafures beat the burthen 'd ground, 
And to the vaulted (kies our trumpets clangours found. 

[Exeunt* 
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ACT IV. 
Enter Clytus, Hephestion, ajn/Eumenes, 

Clytus- 

U rge me no more, I hate the Perfian drefs, 
Nor (hojuld the King be angry at the rev'rence 
I owe my country — facred are her cuftoms, 
And honeft Clytus will to death obferve 'em* 
Oh.! lex me rot in Macedonian rags, 
Or like Califthenes be cag'd for life, 
Rather than mine in fafhions of the EafL 

Eum. Let me, brave Clytus, as a friend entreat you. 

Hepb. What virtue is there that adorns a throne, 
Exalts the heart, and dignifies the man, 
Which (nines not brightly in our royal matter? 
And yet perverfely you'll oppofe his will, 
And thwart an innocent unfruitful humour. 

ClyU Unhurtf ul ! oh! 'tis moiiftrous affe&atkm! 
2 
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Pregnant with venom in its nature black, 

And not to be excus'd! Shall man, weak man! 

f Exa& the rev'rence which we pay to Heav'n, 
\ And bid his fellow-creatures kneel before him § 

And yet be innocent? Hepheftion, no ; 

The pride that lays a claim to adoration 

Infults our reafon agd provokes the gods* 

• Eum. Yet what was Jove, the god whom we adore ? 

Was he not once a man, and rais'd to heav'n 
j For gen'rous a&s and virtues more than human ? 
[ Hcph. By all his thunder and his fov 'reign pow'r 
. I'll not believe the world yet ever felt 
l An arm like Alexander's. Not that god 

■ You nam'd, tho' riding in a car of fire-, 

i Could in a fhorter fpace do greater deeds, 

; Or more effectually have taught mankind 

; To bend fubmiflive and confefs his fway. 

f Clyt. I telJ you, boy, that Clytus loves the King 

■ As well as you or any foldier here ; 

I Yet I difdain to«footh his growing pride : 
j The hero charms me but the god offends. 
j Heph. Then go not to the banquet. 
I Clyt. Why, I was bid, 
'Young minion, was I not, as well as you ? 
Ill go, my friend, in this old habit, thus, 
And laugh, and drink the King's health heartily; 
And while you bluming bow your heads to earth, 

And hide them in the duft I'll Hand ere&, 

Straight as a fpear, the pillar of my country, 
And be by fo much nearer to the gods. 

Heph. But fee, the King appears. 
Enter Alexander, Statira, Sysigamb-is, Parisatis, 
and Attendants* 
Par. Oh, gracious Monarch! 
Spare him, oh fpare Lyfimachus's life ! 

I know you will the brave delight in mercy. 

.Alex. Shield me, Statira, (hield me from her forrows* 
Par. Save him, oh fave him, ere it be too late ! 
Speak the kind word ; let not your foldier perifh 
For one rafh adtion by defpair occafion'd. * 
I '11 follow thus, for ever on my knees ; 
You fliall notpafs. Statira, oh entreat him? 

D 
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Alex. Oh Madam 1 ta\e her, take her from about me) 
Her dreaming eyes affail my very foul, 
*-And (hake my bed refolves. 

Stat. Did I not break 
Thro' all for you ? Nay, now my Lord, you mufti 
By all th* obedience I have paid you long, 
By all your paffion, fighs, and tender looks, j 

Oh fave a prince whofe only crime is love I' 

Syf. I had not join'd in this bold fuit my ion, ■ 

But that it adds new luftre to your honours. 

Ale*. Honour ! what 's that ? Has not Statira faid it ? 
Were I the king of the blue firmament, 
And the bold Titans mould again make war, 
Tho' my refiftlefs thunders were prepar'd, 
By all the gods (he mould arreft my arm 
Uplifted to deftroy them ! Fly, Hepheftion, 
Fly, Clytus; fnatch him from the jaws of death, 
And to the royal, banquet bring him ftraight, 
Bring him in triumph, fit for loads of honour. 

[Exeunt Hepheftion, Off. 

Stat. Why are you thus beyond expreffion kind? 
Oh my Lord ! my raptur'd heart, 
By gratitude and love at once inflam'd, 
W ith wild emotion flutters in my bread ; 
Oh teach it then, inflruc"fc it, how to thank you ! 

Alex. Excellent woman ! 
'Tis not in nature to fupport fuch joy. 

Stat, Go, my beft love ; unbend ycu at the banquet ; 
Indulge in joy, and laugh your cares away ; 
While in the bowers of great Semiramis 
I drefs your bed with all the fweets of nature, 
And crown it as the altar of our loves, 
Where I will lay me down and foftly mourn, 
But never clofe my eyes till you return- [Exit Statira* 

Alex. Is ihe not more than mortal can defire, 
' As Venus lovely and as Dian chaile ? 
And yet I know not why our parting (hocks me ; 
A ghaftly palenefs fat upon her brow, 
Her voice like dying echoes fainter grew, 
And as I wrung her by the rofy fingers 
Me thought, the firings of my great heart were crack'd. 
• What could it mean ? Forward, Leomadus. 
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Enter Roxana, Cassander, and Polyperchon. 
I Why, Madam, gaze you thus ? 
i Rox. For a laft look, 
i And to imprint the memory of my wrongs, 
Roxana's wrongs, on Alexander's mind. 
Alex. On to the banquet. [ Ex. Alex. &c~ 

Rox. Ha ! with fuch difdain ! 
So unconcern'd ! Oh I could tear myfelf, 
Him, you, and all the hateful world, to atoms. 
Caf. Still keep this fpirit up, preferve it Hill, 
And know us for your friends : we like your rage v 
Here in the light of Heav'n CafTander f wears, 
UnawM by death, to fecond your revenge : 
Speak but the word, and fwift as thought can fly 
The tyrant falls a victim to your fury. 

Rox. Shall he then die ? mail I confent to kill him I 
I that have lov'd him with that eager fondnefB, 
I Shall I confent to have him bafely murdered, 
t And fee him clafp'd in the cold arms of Death ? 
; No, CafTander, 

! Worlds fhould not tempt me to the deed of horrour. 
! Poly. The weak fond fcruples of your love might paf* 
' r Was not the empire of the world concern'd ; 
! But, Madam, think when time mall teach hi 9- tongue, 
How will the glorious infant which you bear .• 

Arraign his partial mother for refufing 
To fix him. on the throne which here we offer ? 

Caf. If Alexander lives you cannot reign, 
Nor will your child: old Syfigambis plans 
Your fure deftru&ion ; boldly then prevent her r 
> Give but the word and Alexander dies. 

Poly, Not he alone, the Perfian race fhall bleed : 
At your command one univerfal ruin 
Shall like a deluge whelm' the eaftern world, 
Till glorioufly we raife you to the throne. 

Rox. But till the mighty ruin be accomplifli'd 
Where can Roxana fly th* avenging arms 
Of thofe who muft fucceed this godlike man ? 

Caf. Would you vouchfafe in thefe expanded arm* 
To feek a refuge, what could hurt you here ? 
There you might reign with undiminifh'd luftre 
Queen of the Eail, and emprefs of my foul. 

Dij 
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Rax. Difgrac'd Roxana! whither art thou falP a I 
Till this curs'd hour I never was unhappy : 
There 's not one mark of former raajefly 
To awe the flave that offers at my honour. 

Caf Impute not, Madam, my unbounded paflion 
To want of rev'rence 1 have lov'd you long. 

Rox. Peace, villain ! peace, and let me hear no more* 
Think'ft thou I 'd leave the bofom of a god 
And (loop to thee, thou moving piece of earth !: 
Hence from my fight, and never more prefunie 
To me«t my eyes ;. for mark me, if thou dar'ft^ 
To Alexander I '11 unfold thy trcafon,. 
Whofe life, in fpite of all his wrongs to me, 
Shall dill- be facred, and above thy malice. 

Caf. By your owji life,, the greateft oath, I fweaxr 
CafTaader's paffion from this hour is dumb, 
And as the bell atonement I can make 
Statira dies, the victim of your vengeance* 

Rox. CafTander,.rife; 't is ample expiations 
Yes, rival, ye s -this night (hall be thy laft j 
This "night I know is deftin'd for thy triumph, 
And gives Tmy Alexander to thy arms. 
Oh murd'rous thought ! 

Pely. The baw'mof gre*t Semiramia.are madn 
The fcene of love j Perdiccas. holds .the guard* 

Caf. Now is your time, while Alexander revels* 
And the whole court reechoes with his riot, 
To end her, and with her to end your fears. 
Give me but half the Zogdian flaves that wait you> 
And deem her dead ; nor fliali a foul efcape 
That ferves your rival to difperfe the news. 

Rox* By me they die Perdiccas and Statira ; 
Hence with thy aid,. I neither aflc nor want it, 
But will myfejf conduct the flaves to battle. 
Were (he to fall by any arm but mine 
Well might me murmur and arraign her ftars ; 
*Tis life well loll to die by my command. 
Rival, rejoice, and pleas'd refign thy breath * r . 
Rosana's vengeance grants thee noble death. [ExlU 

Caf. All but her Jove this Semele difdains. 

We muft be quick {he may perhaps betray 

The great defign, an<J ftuftrate our. re venge^. 



JfrIK Alexander the greatv 41 

Poly. Has Philip got inftru&ifcns how ttf a& t 

Caf. He has my friend, and, faithful to our caufe, 
Refolves to execute the fatal order. 
Bear him this vial' — —it contains a poifon 
Of that exalted force, that deadly nature, 
Should JEfculapius drink it in five hours 
(For then it works) the god himfelf were mortal : 
I drew it from Nonacris' horrid fpring ; 
Mix'd with his wine a (ingle drop gives death, 
And fends him howling to the {hades below.. 

Poly. I know its pow'r, for I have feen it try'd ; 
Pains of all forts thro' ev'ry nerve and art'ry 
At once it fcatters— — burns at once, and freezes, 
Till by extremity of torture forc'd 
The foul confenf 8 to leave her joylcfs home, 
And feek for eafe in worlds unknown to this. 

Caf. Now let us-part : with ThefTalus and Philip 
Hafte to the banquet— —at his fecond call 
Let this be giv'n him, and it crowns our hopes. 
Now, Alexander, now, we '11 foon be quits ; 
Death for a blow is intereft indeed. [Exeunt* 

S c E n-e , t the palace.* 

Alexander, Perdiccasv Cassander, Polyferchon, 
* JLumzn zs, r difcQvertd at a banquet, CsV. 

[Afiourtfb of trumpets. 
Alex. To our immortal health and our fair queen's ; 
AH drink it deep;. and while the bowl goes round 
Mars and Bel Ion a join to make us mufick ; 
A thoufand bulls be ofFer'd to the Sun, 
White as his beams ; fpeak the big voice of war ; 
% Beat all our drums, and found our iilver trumpets; 
Provoke the gods to follow our example 
In bowls of nec"Ur and replying thunder. 

\Flourtfh of trumpets. 
Enter Clytvs, Hephestion, /wn/Lysimachus lloody. 
Clyt. Long live the Xing ! long live great Alexander 1 
And conqueil crown his arms with deathlefs laurels, 
Propitious to his friends, and all he favours. 

Alex. Did I not give command you mould preferve 
Lyfimachus? *. 
Heph. Dread Sir ! you did. 

Diij 
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Alex. What then 
Portend thefe bloody marks f 

Heph. Ere we arriv'd 
Perdiccas had already plac'd the prince 
In a lone court, all but his hands unarm'd. 

Clyt, On them were gauntlets ; fuch wai hit deiire*. 
In death to (hew the difference betwixt 
The blood of ^lacus and common men. 
Forth iffuing from his den amaz'd we faw 
The horrid favage, with whofe hideous roar 
' The palace ihook: his angry eyeballs glaring 
With triple fury menae'd death and ruin. 

Heph. With unconcern the gallant prince advane'd:. 
Now, Parifatis, be the glory thine, 
But mine the danger, were his- only words ; 
For as be fpoke the furious beaft defcry'd him r 
And runVd outrageous to devour his prey. 

Clyt. Agile and vigorous, he avoids the mock 
With a flight wound, and as the lion turn'd 
Thruft gauntlet arm and all into his throat, 
And with Herculean ftrength tears forth the tongue u 
Foaming and bloody, the difabled favage 
Sunk to the earth, and plough'd it with his teeth, 
While with an active bound your conq'ring foldie* 
Leap'd on his back, and dafh'd his fcull in pieces* 

Alex. By all my laurels 'twas a godlike a& !. 
And 'tis my glory as it fhaD be thine 
That Alexander could not pardon thfce. ' 
Oh my brave foldier \ think not all the pray'rs 
And tears of the lamenting queens could move me 
Like what thou haft perform'd : grow to my breaft. 

Lyf. Thus, felf-condemn'd, and confeious of my guilt> 
How (hall I ftand fuch unexampled goodnefs ? 
Oh, pardon Sir the tranfports of defpair, 
The frantick outrage of ungovern'd love ! 
Ev'n when I fhew'd the greateft want of rev'rence 
I could have dy'd with rapture in your fervice. 

A/ex. Lyfimachus, we both have been tranfportedj; 
But from this hour be certain of my heart. 
A lion be the imprefs of thy fhield, 
And that gold armour we from Porus won, 
Thy King prefents thee— ~But thy wounds aft reft. 
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Lyf. I have no wounds dread Sir ! or if I had, 
Were they all mortal they mould ftream unminded 
When Alexander was the glorious health. 

Alex. Thy hand Hepheftion : clafp him to thy heart, 
And wear him ever near thee. Parifatis 
Shall now be his who ferves me beft in war- 
Neither reply, but mark the charge I give ;. 
Live, live as friends — you will, you muft, you mall t 
*Tis a god gives you life. 

Clyt. Oh monftrous vanity! 

Alex. Hal what fays Clytus? who am II 

Clyt. The fon 
Of good King Philip. 

Alex. By my kindred gods 
'Tis f alfe. Great Amnion gave me birth. 

Clyt. Pave done. 

Alex. Clytus, what means that drefs? Give him a robe 
Take it and wear it. [there.. 

Clyt. Sir, the wine, the weather, 
Has heated me : befides, you know my humour. 

Alex. Oh, 'tis not well! I'd rather perifli, burn, 
Than be fo fingular and froward. 

Clyt. So would I 

Burn, hang, drown, but in a better caufev 
I '11 drink or fight for facred majefty 
With any here. Fill me another bowL 
Will you excufe me? 

Alex. You will be excufed: 
But let him have his humour ; he is old. 

Clyt. So was your father Sir j this to his memory i 
Sound all the trumpets there- 

Alex. t They mall not found 
Till the King drinks. Sur,e I was born to wage 
Eternal war. AH are my enemies, 
Whom I could tame- — But let the fports go on. 

Lyf. Nay Clytus, you that could advife fo well — 

Alex. Let him perfift, be pofitive, and proud, 
Envious and fullen, 'mongft the nobler fouls, 
Like an internal fpirit that hath Hole 
From hell, and mingled with the mirth of gods. 

Clyt. When gcds grow hot no difference I know 
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'Twixt them and devils — Fill me Greek wine— yet — 
Yet futter — I want fpirits. 

Alex. Let me have mufick. 

Clyt. Mufick for boys— Clytus would hear the groan* 
Of dying foldiers and the neigh of ileeds ; 
Or if I muft be^efter'd with fhrill founds 
; Give me the cries of matrons in fack'd towns. 

Heph. Let us, Lyfimachus, awake the King; 
A heavy gloom is gath'ring on his brow. 
Kneel all, with humbleft adoration kneel, 
And let a neakh to Jove's great fon go round. 

Alex. Sound, found, that all the univerfe may hear. 

\_A loudjlourijh of trumpet}. 
Oh for the voice of Jove ! the world mould know 
The kindnefs of my people. — Rife, ohrife ! 
My hands, my arms, my heart, are ever yours. 

Cfyt. I did not kifs the earth, nor muft your hand — 
I am unworthy Sh*. 

Alex. I know thou art : 
Thou envieftthe great honour of thy matter* 
Sit all my friends. Now let us talk of war, 
.The nobleft fubjeft for a foldier's mouth, 
And fpeak, fpeak freely, elfe you love me not.- 
Who think you was the greatest general 
That ever led an army to the field? 

Heph. A chief fo great, fo fortunately brave, r 
And juftly fo renowned, as Alexander 
The radiant fun, fince iirit his beams gave lights 
Never yet faw. 

Lyf. Such was not Cyrus or the fam'd Alcides, . 
Nor great Achilles, whofe tempeftuou6 fword 
Laid Troy in afhes, tho* the warring gods 
Oppos'dhim. 

Alex. Oh, you flatter me ! 

Clyt. They do indeed, and yet you love 'em for't, 
But hate old Clytus for his hardy virtue. 
Come, (hall I fpeak a man with equal bravery; 
A better gen'ral, and experter foldier? 

Alex. I mould be glad to learn : inftru& me Sir. 

Clyt. Your father Philip — I have feen him march* _ 
And fought- beneath his dreadful banner, where 
The boldeft at this table would have trembled. 
Nay, frown not Sir, you cannot look me dead- 
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When Greeks join'd Greeks then was the tug of war I 
The labour'd battle fweat, and conqueft bled. 
Why ihould I fear to fpeak a bolder truth 
Than e'er the lying priefts of Ammon told you ? 
Philip fought men but Alexander women* 

Alex. All envy, fpite and envy, by the god« ! 
• Is then my glory come to this at laft 
To conquer women ! Nay, he faid the ftouteft, 
The ftouteft here, would tremble at his dangers* 
In all the ficknefs, all the wounds, I bore, 
When from my reins the jav'lin's hea<i was cut r 
Lyfimachus, Hepheftion, fpeak Perdiccas, 
Did I once tremble ? Oh, the curfed falfehood t 
Did I once (hake or groan, or a& beneath 
The dauntlefs refolution of a king ? 

Lyf. Wine has tranfported him. 

Alex. No> 'tis mere malice. « t 

I was a woman too at Oxydrace* 
Whea planting on the walla a fcaling ladder 
I mounted, fpite of fhow'rs of flones, bars, arrows, 
And all the lumber which they tbunder'd down. 
When you beneath cry'd out, and fpread your arms, 
That I mould leap among you, did I f o ? 

Lyf. Dread Sir ! the old man knows not what he fays* 

Alex K Was I woman when, like Mercury, 
I leap'd the walls ajid flew amidft the foe* 
And like a baited lion dy'd myfelf 
All over in the blood of thofe bold hunters. 
Till fpent with toil I battled on my knees* 
Pluck^iforth the darts that made my fhield a foreft % 
And hurPd 'em baek with mbft uhconquer'd fury* 
Then mining in my arms^I fuim'd the fie\d> 
Mov'dv'fpoke, and fought, and was myfelf a war? 

Clyt. 'Twas all bravado ; : for before you leap'd 
You faw that I had burft the gates afunder. 

Alex. Oh, that thou wert but once more young and vU 
g'rous* 
That I might ftrike thee proftrate to the earth, 
For this audacious lie,! thou feebled dotard ! 

C/y/.I know the reafon why you ufe me thus ;. 
I fey' d you from the fwoid of bold Rhefaces,, * 
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Elfe had your god/hip fiumber'd in the dull, 
And moft ungratefully you hate me for it. 

Alex* Hence from the banquet : thus far I forgive thee* 

Clyt. Firft try (for none can want forgivenefs more) 
To have tf,~ir own bold biafphemies forgiv'ri, 
The ftiameful riots of a vicious life, 
Philotas* murder. 

Alex. Ha ! what faid the traitor ? 

Heph. Clytus, withdraw; Eumenes, force him hence: 
He muft not tarry : drag him to the door. 

Clyt. No, let him fend me if I muft be gone, 
To Philip, Atalaus, Califthenes, 
To great Panne nio, and his flaughter'd fons. 

Alex. Give me a javelin. 

Heph. Hold, mighty Sir! 

Alex. Sirrah ! off, 
Left I at once ftrike thro' his heart and thine. 

Lyf. Oh, facred Sir! have but a moment's patience. 

Alex. What ! hold my arms ? I (hall be murder'd here* 
Like poor Darius by my barb'rous fubje&s. 
Perdiccas, found our trumpets to the camp ; 
Call all my foldiers to the court : nay, hafte, 
For there is treSfon plotting 'gainft my life* , 

And I mall perifh ere they come to feve me.. 
Where is the traitor ? 

Clyt. Sure there is none amongft us, 
But here I ftand — honeft Clytus, * 

Whom the King invited to the banquet. 

Alex. Begone to Philip, Atalaus, Califthenes, 

[Stabs him* 
And let bold fubje6b learn by thy example 
Not to provoke- the patience of their prince* 

Clyt. The rage of wine is drown 'd in gufhing blood.. 
Oh Alexander ! I have been to blame j 
Hate me not after death ; for I repent 
That I fo far have urg'd your noble nature* 

Alex. What '8 this I hear ! fay on, my dying foldier. 

Clyt. I ftiould have kill'd myfelf had I but hVd 
To be once fober— Now I fall with honour ; 
My own hands would have brought foul death. Oh, par- 
don! [Dks* 
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Akx. Then I am loft : what has my vengeance done ! . 
Who is it thou hail (lain ? Clytus ! what was he I 
The faithfulleil fubje&, worthieft counfellor, 
. The braveft foldier, he who fav'd thy life, 

Fighting bareheaded at the river Graniok, 
• And now he has a noble recompenfe ! 
For a rafh word, fpoke in the heat of wine, 
The poor the honell Clytus thou haft (lain, 
\ Clytus, thy friend, thy guardian, thy prcferver! 

Heph. Remove the body, it inflames his forrow. 

Alex. None dare to touch him : we muft never part. 
Cruel Hepheftion and Lyiimachus, 
1 That had the pow'r, yet wou'd not hold me. Oh ! 

Lyf. Dear Sir we did. 

Alex. I know ye did; ye held me 
Like a wild beaft, to let me go again 
! With greater violence. — Oh, ye 'ave undone me ! 

Excufe it not; you that cou'd ftop a lion 
: CouVLnot turn me! ye mould have drawn your f words, 
And barr'd my rage with their advancing points, 
Made reafon glitter in my dazzled eyes 
1 Till I had feen the precipice before me : 
That had been noble, that had (hewn the friend; 
Clytus wou'd fo have done to fave your lives. 

Lyf. When men (hall hear how highly you were urg'd— 

Alex. No ; you have let me ftain my rifing glory > 
Which elfe had ended brighter than the fun. 
Oh ! I am all a blot, which feas of tears 
And my heart'* blood can never wafti away J 4 
Yet 'tis but juft I try* and on the point 
Still reeking hurl my black polluted breaft. 

'Heph. Oh, facred Sir ! — it (hall not — muft not be. 

Lyf. Forgive, dread Sir! — forgive my pious hands, 
That dare in duty to difarm my mailer. 

Alex. Yes, cruel men ! ye now can (hew your ftrength,; 
Here 's not a flave but dares oppofe my juftice, 
Yet none had courage to prevent this murder; 
But I will render all endeavours vain N 
That tend to fave my life — here will I lie 

[Falls on Clytus. 
Clofe to my murder'd foldier's bleeding fide, 
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Thus clafping his cold body in my arms 
Till death like his hasf clos'd my eyes for ever. 

Enter Perdiccas. 

P^%Treafon! foultreafon.'Hepheftion, where 'stheKirig? 

Heph. There, by old Clytus* fide, whom he hath flain. 

Per. Rife, facred Sir ! and haile to fave the queen. 
Roxana, fill'd with furious jealoufy, 
Came with a guard unmark'd; flie gain'd the bow'r. 
And broke upon me with fuch fudden fury 
That all have periftVd who oppos'd her rage. 

Alex. What fays Perdiccas? is the queen in danger? 

Per. Hafte, Sir, or fhe dies. 

Ale x. Thus from the grave I rife to fave my love : "] 
All draw your fwords, on wings of lightning move, > 
Young Ammon leads you, and the caufe is love. J 

When I rufh on fure none will dare to ftay, 
'Tis Beauty calls, and Glory leads the way. [Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

Scene, the bower of Semlramls. 
S t A t i R A dij covered ajleep. 

Statira. 

15 less me, ye Pow'rs above, and guard my virtue! 
Where are you fled, dear fhades ? where are you fled ? 
'Twas but a dream, and yet I faw and heard 
My royal parents, who, while pious care 
Sat on their faded cheeks, pronounc'd with tears, 
Tears fuch as angels weep, this hour my laft. . 
-But hence with fear — my Alexander comes, 
And fear and danger ever fled from him. 
Wou'd that he were here ! 
For oh I tremble, and a thoafand terrours 
Rufh in upon me and. alarm my heart! 
But hark ! 'tis he, and all my fears are fled : 
My life, my joy, my Alexander, comes 1 

Rox. within.'] Make faft the gate with all its maffy bare* 
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At length we 'ave conquered tills ftupendous height, 
And reach'd the grove* ■ * 

Stat. Ye guardian gods defend me ! 
Roxana's voice ! theft all the vifion's true, • 
And die I muft. 

Bntsr Roxana. 
Rox. Secure the brazen gate. 
; Where is my rival ? 'tis Roxana calls. 

Stat. And what is (he who with fuch tow'ring pride 
f Wou'd awe a princefs that is born above her ? 

Rex. Behold this dagger ! — 'tis thy fate Statira ! 
Behold, and meet it as becomes a queen. 
| Fain wou'd I find thee worthy of my vengeance ; 
I Here, take my weapon then, and if thou dar'ft— 

Stat. How little know" ft thou what Statira dares ! 
i Yes, cruel woman I yes, I dare meet death 
I With a refolve at which thy coward heart 
'> Wou'd fhrink ; for terrour haunts the guilty mind, 
While jconfqious innocence, that knows no fear, 
Can fmiling pafs, and fcorn thy idle threats. 
Rox, .Return, fair infolent i return, I lay : 
| Dar'ft thou, prefumptuous, to invade my rights! 
i Reftore him quickly to my longing arms, 
And with him give me back his broken vows, 
For.perjur'd as he is he itill is mine, 
Or I will rend them from thy bleeding heart. 
Stat. Alas, Roxana! 'tis not in my pow'r; 
I cannot if I wou'd — and oh, ye gods ! 
What were the world to Alexander's lofs ! 
; Rox. Oh, forcerefe! to thy accurfed charms 
I owe the frenzy that diftra&s my foul ; 
To them I owe my Alexander's lofs : 
Too late thou trembleft at my juft revenge, 
My wrongs cry out, and vengeance will have way. 

Stat. Yet think, Roxana,; ere you plunge in murder* 
Think on the horrours that muft ever haunt you ; 
Think on the Furies, thofe avenging minifters 
Of Heav'n's high wrath, how they will tear your foul, 
-All day diftra& you with a thoufand fears, 
•And when by night thou vainly feek'ft repofe 
They '11 gather round and interrupt. your (lumbers 
With horrid dreams and terrifying viiions. 

E 
' .A 
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Rox. Add ftill, if poflible, fiiperiour horrourv 
Rather than leave my great revenge unnnifh/d 
I '11 dare 'em all, and triumph in the deed ; 

Therefore [Held* up the Jagg*. 

Stat. Hold, hold, thy hand advane'd in air: 
I read my fentence written in thy eyes ; 
Yet oh Roxana! on thy black revenge 
One kindly ray of female pity beam, 
And give me death in Alexander's prc'fence. 

Rox. Not for the world's wide empire fhouldft thon foe 
Fool ! but for him thon maght'ft unhecdrd live ; (Than*. 
For his fake only art thou doom'd to die. 
The fole remaining joy that glads my foul 
Js to deprive thee of the heart I 'ave loft. 
Enter Slave. 
Slave. Madam, the King and all his guards are come, 
With frant ick rage they thunder at the gate, ' 
And muft ere this have gain'd admittance. 

Rox. Ha! , 

Too long I 'ave trifled. Let me then redeem 
The time mifpent, and make great vengeance fute, 

Stat. Is Alexander, oh yc gods! fo nigh, 
And can he not preserve me from her fury ? 

Rox. Nor he nor Heav'n (hall fhield thee from iny ja- 
Die fore'refs, die, and all my wrongs die with thee ! [flic, 

[Staisber* 
Akx. without.*] Away, ye Haves I ftand off-^quick let 
me fly 
With lightning's wings i ao? heav'n nor cartsifliallftopaC' 

Enter Al ex an de a. 
Ha ! oh my foul ! my queen, my love, Statxra! 
Thefe wounds J- are thefe my pronuVd joys? 

Stat. Alas ! 
My only love, my beft and deaueft biding ! . 
Wgu'd I had dy id before you entered here ; 
For thus delighted, while I gaae upon thee 
Death grows more horrid, and I'm loath to leave tfcflt. 
4lcx. Thou fhak not leave me— Cruel, cruel, fb»1 
Oh, where *s the monfter, where '• the horrid fiend, 
That ftruck at innocence and murder'd thee ! 

Rox. Behold the wretch who, defp'rate of thy love, 
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In jealous madnefs gave the ratal blow j 
A wretch that to pofiefs once more thy lore 
Wou'd with the blood of millions ft tin her foul. 

Alex. To dungeon*, tortures, drag her from my fight* 

Stat. My foul it on the wing : oh come my Lord, 
Halle to my arms, and take a laft farewell. 
Thus let me die. Oh! oh! 

Alex. Look up my love. 
Oh Heav'n I and will you, will you, take her from me ! 

Stat. Farewell, my moft iovM Lord ; ah me ! farewell ! 
Yet ere I die grant this requeft. 

Al&. Oh fpeak, 
That I may execute before I follow thee* 

Stat. Leave not the world till Heav'n demands you. Sparc 
Roxana's life— 'Twas love of you that caus'd 
The death Are gave me. And oh ! fometimes think, 
Amidft your revels, thiak on your poor queen, 
And ere the cheerful bowl (abates your lipi 
Enrich it wick a tear, and 1 am happy. [-D/V/. 

Alex. Yet ere thou tak'ft thy flight — She *s gone, (he * s 
All, all is huttVd, no mufick sow is heard ; [gone 1 

The rofes wither, and the fragrant breath 
That wak'd their fweets mall never wake 'cm more ! 

Rox. Weep not, my Lord ! no forrow can recall her*. 
Oh turn your eyes, and in Roxana's arms 
You '11 find fopd love and everkfting truth. 

Alex. Hence from my fight, and thank my dear Statu* 
That yet thou art alive. 

Rox. Oh, take me to your arms: 
In fpite of all your cruelty I love you ; 
Yes, thus I '11 fatten on your facred robe, 
Thus on my knees for ever cling around thee, 
Till you forgive me, or till death divide us. 

Alex. Hence, Fury, hence : there 'snot a glance of thine" 
But like a bafiliik comes wiag'd with death. 

Rox. Oh fpeak not thus to one who kneels for mercy ! 
Think for whole fake it was I madly plung'd 
Into a crime abhorrent to my nature. 

Alex. Off, murd'refs, off ! for ever fhun my fight j- 
My eyes deteft thee, for thy foul is ruin. 

Eij. 



j^2 ALEXANDER THE GREAT. AftV' 

Rox. Barbarian ! yes, I will for ever ihun thee- 
Repeated injuries hate fteeTd my heart, 
And I cou'd curfe myfelf for being kind. 
If. there is any majefty above 
That has revenge in ftore for perjur'd love, 
Send, Heav'n, the fwifteft ruin on his head ! 
Strike the deftroyer! lay the victor dead! 

Killthe— , 

But what are curfes ? curfes will not kill, 
Nbreafe the tortures I am doom'd to feel. 

Akx* Oh my fair ftar, I mall be Ihortly with thee! 
What means this deadly dew upon my forehead ? 
My heart too heave s 

Caf. The poifon works. 

Enter Eumsnes* 

Eunu Pardon, dread Sir! a fatal meflengctt 
The royal Syfigambis is no more* 
Struck with the horrour of Statira*s fate - 
She foon expir'd? and with her latcft breath 
Left Parifatis to Lyfimachus. 
But what I fear moft deeply will affect you, 
Your lov'd Hepheftion's— — — 

Alex. Dead ! then he is bleft ! 
But here,, here lies my fate. Hepbeflion, Clytuft i 
My vicVries all for ever folded up 
In this dear body. Here my banner's lofty - 
«My ftandard's triumphs gone. 
' Oh when (hall I be mad ! Give orders to 
The army that they break their (hields, fwords, fpears, 
Pound their bright armour into dull— Away. 
Is there not caufe to put the world in mourning ? ! 

Burn all the'fpires that feem to meet the iky, j 

Beat down the battlements of ev'ry city, i 

And' for the monument of this lov'd creature 
Root up thefe bow'rs, and pave 'em all with gold; 
Draw dry the Ganges* make the Indies poor, 
To deck her tomb ; no fhrine nor altar fpare, 
But flrip the pomp from gods to place it there. [Exit. 
Enter The ss alus. 

Caf. He *s gone — but whither— follow Thefialus, 
Attend his ftepg., and let me know what panes. 

[Exit Thejfato* , 



Vengeance, lie ftill, thy cravings (hall be fated: 
Death roams at large, the Furies are unchain'd, 
And Murder plays her mighty mafterpjece. 

Enter Polyperchon, Thessalus, ou/'Philip. 
Phil. Saw you the King? 

Poly. Yes ; with diforderM wildnefs in his looks • 
He rufli'd along, till with a cafual glance 
He faw me where I ftood, then ftepping fhort, 
Draw near he cry'd— and grafp'd my hand in his* 
Where more than fevers rag'd in ev'ry vein. 
Oh Polyperchon ! I have loft my queen ! 
, Statira 's dead! — and as he fpoke the tears 
Gufh'd from his eyes- — I more than felt his pains*- 
The/. Hence, hence, away ! 
j Cofi Where is he Theflalus? 
| The/. I left him circled by a crowd of princes* 
The poifon tears him with that height of honour 
f Ev*n I cou'd pity him*— He call'd the chiefs, 
j* Embrac'd 'em round— then flatting from amidft'em. 
Cry'd out, I come — 'twas Amrnoa^ voice \ I know it-* 
Father, I come; but let* me ere I go* 
Difpatch the bus'hefsof a kneeling worlds 

Poly. No more ; I hear him— we muft meeTanonv 
. Caf. In Saturn ; sfieldi— there give a loofe to rapture, 
Enjoy the tempeft we ourf elves ha ve rais'd* . 
And triumph iiv the wreck, which crowns our vengeance. 

[Extant. 
&c*T*r 9 ti>* palace* 

Alexander totihhls hair dt/hevelled, Lysimachus, Eu- 
menes, Perdiccas, and Attendants*/ Alexander dif- 
covered. t 

Ak** Search there ; nay, probe rae, fearch my wounded 
Pull, draw it out. [rein s ■ ■ ■ ■■ 

L]$f. We have fearch 'd,. but find no hurt. 

Alex. Oh, I am mot! a forked burning arrow - 
Sticks croft my moulders: the fad venom .flies 
Like, lightning thro' my flefh, my blood, my marrow. 

Lyf. How tierce his fever ! 

Alex. Ha! what a change of torments I endure! 
A bolt of ice runshiffing thro' my bowels ; 
'Tis fure the arm of Death : give me a chair; 

Eiij 
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Cover me,, for I freeze, and my teeth chatter 
And my knees .knock together. 

Eum. Hare mercy Heav'n ! 

Alex. I. burn* 1 burn again: 
The war grows wondrous hot : hey for the Tigris! 
Bear me, Bucephalus, axnongft the billows. 

[Jumps into the dm* 
Oh 'tis a noble bcaft! I would not change him 
For the beft horfe the Sun has in his ftable, 
For they are hot* their mangers full of coals. 
Their manes are flakes of lightning, curls of fires* 
And their red tails like meteors whifk about. 

Lyf Help all; Eumenes, help. 

Alex, Ha, ha, ha ! I (hall die with laughter. 
Parnicnio, Clytus, do you fee yon' fellow, . 

That ragged foldier, that poor tatter'd Greek ? 
See how he puts to flight the gaudy Perfians 
With nothing but a rufty helmet on, thro' which. 
Thcgrifly brinies of his pufhing beard 
Drive 'em like pikes-— Ha, ha,, ha !. 

Per. How wild h& talks! 

Lyf Yet warring in hit wildnefs*. 

Akx. Sound, found! keep your ranks elbfe. Ay, now. 
Oh the brave din, the noble clank, of arms J [they come * r 
Charge, charge, apace, and let the phalanx move. 
Darius comes — ay> 'tis Darius, 
I fee, I know, him by the fparkling plumes, 
And his gold chariot drawn by ten white horfesf 

But like a tempeft thus I pour upon him 

He bleeds j with that lail blow I brought him downr 
He tumbles r. take him, fnatch th ? imperial crown. 
They fly, they fly ! Follow, follow — Victoria ! 
Victoria! Victoria! [Leaps into the. foldier? arm*. 

Per. Let's bear himfoftly to his bed.. 

Alex. Hold, the lean: motiongives me fudden death; 
My vital fpirits are quite parch'd, burnt up r 
And all my ftnoky entrails turn'd to aihes. 

Lyf. When yau> the brighten* ftar that ever lhoae, 
Shall fet it mult be night with us for ever. 

Alex. Let me embrace you all before I dale* 

[All kneel and <wccf> 
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Weep not my dear Companions! the good gods 

Shall fend ye in my Head a nobler prince, 

One that fhall lead ye forth with matchlefe conduct. 

Lyf. Break not our hearts with fuch unkind exprejfions. 

Per. We will not part with you, aor change for Man* 

Alex. Perdiccas, take this ring, 
And fee me laid in the temple of Jupiter Amnion. 

Lyf. To whom does your dread Majefty bequeath 
The empire of the world? 

Alex, To him that is moft worthy. 

Per. When will you, facred Sir ! that we fhould give 
To your great memory thofe divine honours 
Which fuch exalted virtue does deferve ? 

Alex. Whemyou are all moil happy and in peace. 
, Your hands— Oh father ! if I have difcharg'd 
The duty of a man to empire born, 
If by un weary 'd toil I have defer v'd 
The vail renown of thy adopted fon, 
Accept this foul which thou didft firft infpire, 
And which this ugh thus gives thee back again ! [Dteu 

Lyf There fell the pride and glory of the war* . 
If there be treafon let us find it out, 
lyfimachus Rands forth to lead you on, 
And fwears by thefe moft honour'd dear remains 
He will not tafte thofe joys which beauty brings 
Until he has reveng'd the bcft of kings* 



EPILOGUE. 

JVhATsTER they man, yet ought they to be turfi 

Who this cenforiotu age didpoli/hfirft, 

Who the heft play for one poor errour blame* 

Aspriefis again/} our lame? arts declaim, 

And for one patch both foul and body damn. 

But what does more provoke the odor's rage* 

(For we mufifhow the grirtnmee oftbeftage} 

Is that our women which adorn each play 9 

Bred at our eoft, become at length our prey s 

While green and four like trees we bear them all. 

But when they 're mellow fir aight to you they fall? 

Tou watch 'em bare andfquab, and let 'em tefl f 

But with the Jirfi young down you fnatch the neft~ 

Pray leave thofe poaching tricks if you are wifi 9 

Ere we take out our letters of reprije s 

for we have vow'd to find a fort of toys 

Known to black friars^ a tribe of chopping boys? 

If once they come they '11 quickly fpoif your Jport / 

There's not one lady will receive your court :> 

But for the youth hi petticoats run wild* 

With oh the archefi wag r thefweetefi child, 

The panting breqfi, white hands, and Ulyfeet ! 

Vo more fbaU your paWd thoughts with pieafure meet: 

The woman in boy's clothes all boy /ball be, 

And never raifeyour thoughts above the knee* • 

Well) if'our women knew howfalfeyou are*. 

They wou'dflay here, and tins new trouble /pares- 

Poor fouls ! they think all go/pel you relate^ 

Charm' d with the noife of fettling an eftate;. 

But when at loft your appetites are full. 

And the fir 9 d Cupid grows with aclion duU f . 

Tou } 11 find fame trick to cut off the entail, 

And fend 'em back to us all worn and Jl ale. ■ 

Perhaps they' 11 find our Jage, while they have ranged 

Tofome vile canting conventicle ychang d;- 

Wberefon the /parks who once reforted there?* Tj> 

Wkh their curPd wigs thatfiented all the air, f 

They 'II fee grave blockheads withjhort greajy hair r > 
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Green apron* ' 9 Jleeplc-hats 9 and collar bands, 
DuHfniv'ling rogues that ring not clap their hands. 
Where for gay punks that drew thejbining crowd, 
Andmi/fes that in vizards laugh* d aloud, 
They 'I! hear young JifiersRgh, fee matrons old 
To their chopped cheeks their pickled kerchers boM) 
Whofe zeal too might perfuade* infpite to you ^ 
Gurjlying angels to augment their crew, 
While Farringdon their berojlntts about 'em. 
And ne'er a damning' critick dares tojlout *em* 

From the APOLLO PRIM, 
by the MARTINS, 
March 13' 178a. 
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' CHAKACTEKIST ICKS. 

i Glorious hypocrify ! what fools are they— Who fraught with loftfui or ambitions views— ■ 
jWear aot thy fpecious mask— Wrong will be ever sjurs'd and fed with blood — Ambition 
Stnows not confeience— Shall Mahomet— Give a new Paradife to all mankind— And let re- 
imorfe of confeience— be the hell— Of hi* own breafi— Oh l juftke! JuiUce!— AHconqueror 
Miami am a flave— And by the world ador'd dwell with the dainn'd— My crimes have 
flantcd fcorpioaa In my brcaft— Hcse, here! feel 'em— Ay, that it tfce hell. MAHOMET. 
I Ml attack him— With all the forces o? eathafiafm— There lies our ftrength— 'Tit done— 
in his own veins Zaphna bore his guilt's reward— A deadly draught of poifon— If the sravc 
be Cleat I am Aire Uercides is. MIR VAN. 

See, thy few friends— Are come to die bellde thee. ALL 

BJaft Alcanor, righteous Heaven ! if e'er— This hand, yet free and uacontamiaate— Shall 
league with fraud or adulate a tyrant— »Tis Mahomet, and tyrant* like to Mahomet— 'Tis 
Jfinraa, and apoftates like to Mirvan— 1 only would make trcmole— Ye facred Powers .• — 
Oh ! fupport my fpirit— In that Arm purpofc it has always hehl— To combat violence, fraud, 
■ad uforpation— To pluck the fpoil from the opprcrTor's jawt— And keep my country as I 
■$and it, fr ee — H ear me Mauvmet— Were I doom'd or to en (laic my country— Or to be- 
Shadd tbefc blooeVembrued hands— Deprive me of my child rea— Know I 'd not admit a doubt 
>*o cloud my choice— If in death I caa but ferve my country— What patriot but would wiO» 
f— In io divine a caufe to fall a martyr. A LC ANOR. 

.♦ No one friendly beam— E'er gave me glknpfe from whoa I am defecaded— The camp of 
Ipdlikc Mahomet has been— My cradle and my country— Holy pontiff :— Ready for thee to 
parade thro* feas of danger — Or cope with death ilfclf, I hither haAen'd— Place, oh place 
iae ! is the front of battle— 'Gain ft odds innumerable j try mc there— Or if a flagle combat 
Claim my might— The flouteft Arab may ftep forth sad fee— If Zaphna fall to greet him as 
**e oag^tl— Fix'd, Palmira— Or to redeem or die a captive with rhec— My father! — Fate, 
Cantt thou ought more? ZAPHNA. 

My noble Lord, I cannot— Muft not, deft*— Thou Quit not fiad thy Pharon flack in 
aught— That tends to thy deliverance. Pli a RON. 

My country Is aot a flagle fpot— Of fuch a mould, or flx'd to fuch a clime— 'Tis the fo- 
etal circle of my friends— The lov'd community in which I »m link'd— And in whofe wel- 
fare all my wilhes centre— Truft me, Zaphna, my affeftlon for thac— Is of that pure that 
iinnterefted nature— So free from paflion's taint, T 'ave no oae wifh— To have thee more 
than thus j have thee my friend— Share thy lov'd converfe, wait upon thy welfare— And 
riew thee with a fiaer's fpotlefc eyes— In loving Zaphna fure I cannot err— For I have ftill 
igtht— That Heav'a itfelf appro v'd of my arTeftion— And gave a fanftion to our mutual 
*">a ■ I follow thy ev'ry footltep, tho' they lead— To the dark gulf of death — 'Twa* I 
i-That work'd his will to this unnatural deed—Upon thefe terms alone be cou'd he 
-.And inceft was, the price of parricide— I will fhare thy fate — Unhappy Zaphna, for 
t Jhare thy guilt- -I follow thee. PALM IK A. 
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TO THE RIGHT HON. 

[ EDWARD SOUTHWELL, ESQ^ 

in, 

IT was the defign of my deccafed hufband to have prefented this 
Piece to you. As it was always my duty and inclination to obty his 
commands whilft living, ib I (till find a fecret fatisfaltion (though 
ifter his death) in performing what he intended. 

That he might not put a trifle into your hands he waited for the 
opinion of the Town, arid now that has been favourable, it has 
fallen to roy»diiconfolate office to make the melancholy offering. 

In my unfortunate circumitanc.es it cannot be expected (though I 
were capable) that I fhould fpeak either to the merits of the Piece 
or of the Patron ; the former may poffibly want a recommendation 
to the world, but I have often heard my hnfband fay the latter did 
not. 

What I have more to add is, that you would be j^eafed to re- 
dive this as the lalt telHmony of his eftetm and gratrrode from the 
bands of his 

DifconibUte wife, 

DOIOTHY MllLUU 



PROLOGUE.. 

10 feint what lenghts credulity has run, 
What counfels Jbaken, and what fates undone, 
What bellijb fury wings tb* entbuJia/Fs rage, 
J*d makes the troubled earth one*tragickJlage, 
What blafpbemits impofiure dare advance, 
\ 4*d build xvbat terr ours on weak ignorance, 
\ How fraud alone rage to religion binds, 
find makes a Pandemonium of our minds; 
Our GallicJt bard^frd with tbefe gtorinus view, 
\tirjl to bis Crujade led the iragich Mufe, 
Eer pov/r thro* France bis charming numbers bore, 
Mut France was deaf—for all her priejls were fore. 

On Englifb ground Jbe makes afrmerfarid, 
And bofes tofujfer by no hofile band : 
No clergy here ufurf thefreeborn mind, 
Ordain d to teach and not enfave mankind; 
Meligion here bids perfecution ceafe, 
Without all order and within all peace; 
Uruth guards her happy pale with watchful care, 
mad frauds tbJ pious find no entrance there, 
I Religion to befacred muf be free; 
Ifefcft will fujp*cl—~wbere bigots keep the key : 
Wooded and train* d like hawks tb* cntbuftajtsfy, \ 
mad the priejls* viclims in their pounces die r 
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Like whelps born vlittd, by- motber-cburth they V* bred, 

Nor ivake to fight to know tbemfelves mifled; 

IMurdcrs the game-— 'and to the f port vnprefl % 

Proud of the Qn 9 and in the duty bUJl> 

The layman j but the bloodhound of the prief. 

Whoe'er thou art that darf fuch themes advance ', 

Taftriefrid Spain repair or Jlavijb France^ 

For jfuda's hire there do the devil's task, , 

And trick upjlavry in religion's mask ; 

fl»gland fill free nofurer means requires 

Tofmk their fottijb fouls and damp their martial f res*. 

Britons ! thefe numbers to yourfelves you owe; 
Voltaire hath Jlrength tofhootin Shakefpeare' s bein; 
Fame led him at bis Hyppocrene to drink ^ 
And taught to ivtitc with Nature as to think : 
With Englijh freedom Englijh wit he knew, 
And from the iitcxhauf edjlr earn prof jfily dreiu : 
Cberijb the noble bard your/ elves have made y 
Nor /.*/ the frauds of France. fea I all our trade*. 
Now of each prize the -winner has the wearing 
E'en fad our Englijh f age a privateering ; 
With your commifjion we '11 our Jails unfold. 
And from their loads ofdrofs import fome gold. 
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ACT I. 

Scene, an apartment in the temple ©/"Mecca. 

Enter Alcanor <WPharon» 

^ Alcanor* 

PHARON, no more— (hall I 

Fall proftrate to a a arrogant import or, 

Homage ia Mecca one I banifh'd thence, 

And incenfe the delufions of a rebel ! 

No — blaft Alcanor, righteous Heav'ni if e'er 

This hand, yet free and uncontaminate, 

Shall league with fraud or adulate a tyrant. 
.Pha. Aug uft and facred chief of Iihmael's fenate, 

This zeal of thi/ie, paternal as it is, 

Is fatal now — our impotent refinance* 

Controls not Mahomet's unbounded progrefs, 

But without weakening irritates the tyrant. 

When once a citizen you well condemn 'd him 

As an obfeure feditious innovator; 

But now he is a conq'ror, prince, and pontiff, 

Whilft nations numberlefs embrace his laws, 

And pay him adoration — ev'n in Mecca 

He boafts his profelytes. 

Ale. guch profelytes 
: Are worthy of him — low untutor'd reptiles, 
In whom fenfe only lives — moft credulous ft ill 

Of what is moft incredible. 

Pha. Be fuch 
Difdain'd my Lord 5 but mayn't the peft fpread upwards 
And feize the head — Say, is the fenate found ? 
I fear fome members of that rev'rend clafs 
Are mark'd with the contagion, who from views • 
Of higher pow'r and rank 
Worfhip this rifing fun, and give a fan £t ion 
To his invafions. 

Ale . If, ye Pow'rs divine ! 
Ye mark the movements of this nether world, 
And bring them to account, crufti, crufh thofe^vipers, 
* The lines diftinguiihed by inrerted commas are omitted io tfce rrpreferttation. 
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Who finglcd out by a community 

To guard their rights (hall for a grafp of ore 

Or paltry office fell 'em to the foe ! 

Pha. Each honeft citizen, I grant, is thine, 
And grateful for thy boundlefs bleffings on them* 
Would ferve thee with their lives ; but the approach, 
Of this ufurper to their very wafts 
Strikes 'em with fuch a dread that ev'n thefe 
Implore thee to accept his proffer'd peace. 

Ale* Oh, people loft to wifdora as to glory f 
Go, bring in pomp, and ierve upon your knees 
This idol, that will crufh you with its weight. 
Mark I abjure him : by hi6 lavage hand 
My wife and children perinVd, whilft in vengcance- 
I carry'd carnage to his- very tent r 
Trans£x'd to earth his only Ion, and wore 
His trappings as a trophy of my conqueft. 
This torch of enmity thus lighted 'twixt us 
The hand of Time itfelf can ne'er extinguifh. 

Pha. Extinguifh not, but fmother for a while 
Its fatal flame, and greatly focrifice 
Thy private fuflPrings to the publick welfare. 
Oh fay, Alcanor, wert thou to heboid 
(As foon thou may'ft ) this fam'd metropolis 
With foes begirt, behold its pining tenants 
Prey on each other for the means of life, 
Whilft lakes of blood and mountains of the flain 
Putrify the air, 

And fweep off thoufands with their pois'nous fleams,. 
Would thy flain children be aveng'd by this? 

Ale. No, Pharon, no ; I live not For myfelf : 
My wife and children loft my country's now 
My family. 

Pha. Then let not that be loft. 

Ale. 'Tis loft by cowardice. 

Pha. By rafhnefs often. 

Ale. Pharon, defift. 

Pha. My noble Lord, I cannot, 
Muft not, defift, will not, fince you're pofTefs'£ 
Of means to bring this infolent invader 
To any terms you '11 claim. 

Ale* What means \ 
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' Pha. Palmira, 

That blooming fair, the. flow'r of all his camp, 
B7 thee borne off in our laft fkirmim with him r 
Seems the divine ambafladrefs of peace, 
Sent to procure our fafety. Mahomet 
Has by his heralds thrice propos'd her ranibm, 
And bad us fix the price. 
Ale. I know it Pharon ; 
And wouldfl thou then reftore this noble treafure 
To that Barbarian I «« Wouldfl: thou for the frauds, 
" The deaths, the devaftations, he brings on us 
" Enrich his ruffian hands with fqch a gem," 
And render beauty the reward of rapine ? — 
Nay, fmile not friend, nor think that at thefe years, 
Well travelPd in the winter of my days, 
I entertain a thought tow'rds this young beauty 
But what 's as pure as is the weft era gale 
That breathes upon the uncropt viole t 

* i>**. My Lord 

Ale. This heart, by age and grief congeal'd, 
Is no more fenfible to love's endearments 
Than are our barren rocks to morn's fweet dew 
"That balmy trickles down their rugged cheeks. 

Fha+M.y noble chief, each mafterpiece of nature 
Commands involuntary homage from us* 
Ale. I own a tendernefs unfelt before,. 
A fympathetick grief with ardent wifhes 
To make her happy fill'd my widow'd bofom : 
I dread her being in that monger's pow'r, 
And burn to have her hate him like myfelf* 
Twas on this hour I, at her modeft fuit, 
Promis'd her audience in my own pavilion. 
Pharon, go thou mean-while and fee the fenate 
Aflembled ftraight— I'll found 'em as I ought. 

[Exeunt fever ally.. 
S c e n e s changes to a roam ofjlate. 
Enter Palmira. 
Pal. What means this boding terrour that ufurpt 
In fpite o' me dominion o'er my heart, 
" Converting the fweet flow'r of newblown hope 
M To deadly nightfhade, pois'ning to<my foul 
" The fountain of its blifc ?" — Oh holy prophet J 
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Shall I ne'er more attend thy facred lefTons ? 
Oh Zaphna ! much-lov'd youth ! I feel for thee 
As for myfelf— But hold, my final audit 
Is now at hand — I tremble for tH* event ! # 
Here comes my j udgc — Now liberty or bondage ? 
Enter Alcanor. 

Ale. Palmira, whence thofe tears? truft me fair maid? 
Thou art not fall'n into Barbarians' hands ; 
What Mecca can afford of pomp or pleasure* 
To call Attention from Misfortune's lap, 
Demand and {hare it. 

PaL No, my generous vi&pr! 
My fuit's for nothing Mecca can afford; 
Pris'ner thefe two long months beneath your roof 
I 'ave tailed fuch benignity and candour, 
Whilft your own hands fo laboured to beguile 
The anxious moments of captivity, 
That oft* I 'ave call'd my tears ingratitude. 

Ale. If ought remains that 's in my pow'r to fmooth 
The Vigour of your rate, and crown your wifhes, 
Why, 'twould fill 

The furrows in my cheeks, and make old age 
Put on its fummer*s garb. 

PaZ. Thus low I blefs thee. [Knedk 

It is on you, on you alone, Alcanor, 
My whole of future happinefs depends :. 
Have pity then ; 

Pity, Alcanor, one who's torn from all • * 
That's dear or venerable to her foul ; 
Reft ore me then, reftore me to my country, 
Reftore me to my father, prince, and prophet. 

Ale . Is flav'ry dear then ? is fraud venerable ? 
What country ? a tumultuous wand'ring camp ! 

Pal. My country, Sir, is not a fingle fpot. 
Of fuch a mould, or fix'd to fuch a clime; 
No, 't is the focial circle of my friends,: 
The lov'd community in which I 'm link'd, 
And in whofe welfare all my wifhes centre. 

Ale. Excellent maid! Then Mecca be thy country. 
Robb'd of my children, would Palmira deign 
To let me call her child, the toil I took 
To make her deftiny propitious to her 
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fould lighten the rough burthen of my own : 
tit no ; you fcorn my country and my laws. 
PaL Can I be your's when not my own ? Your bounties 
JIaim and (hare my*gratitude — but Mahomet 
bairns right o'er me of parent, prince, and prophet. 
Ale. Of parent, prince, and prophet! Heav'ns! that 
fho, a fcap'd felon, emulates a throne, [robber 

Lnd fcoffer at all faiths proclaims a new one ! 
PaL Oh, ceafe my Lord ; this blafphemous abufe 
)none whom millions with myfelf adore 
)oes violence to my ear ; fuch black profanenefs 
^ainft HeavVs interpreter blots out remembrance 
Df favours paft, and nought fucceeds but horrour. 
I Ale. Oh fuperftition ! thy pernicious rigours,. 
Inflexible to reafon, truth, and nature, 
Banifh humanity the gentlcft breafts. 
Palmira, I lament to fee thee plung'd 
deep in errour— 
PaL Do you then rejeft 
fy juft petition ? can Alcanor's goodnefs 
lie deaf to fufTring virtue \ 
fame but the ranfom, 
Lnd Mahomet will treble what you a(k. 
Ale. There is no ranfom Mahomet can offer 
Proportion'd to the prize. Truft me, Palmira, 
I cannot yield thee up. What ! to a tyrant 
Who wrongs thy youth, and mocks thy tender heart 
With vile ilhifions and fanatick terrours L— 

Enter Phakoh-' 
What wouldft thou Pharoa? 

Pbeu From yon' weftern gate 
Which opens on Moradia's fertile plains 
Mahomet's gen'ral Mirvan haftes to greet thect 
Ale. Mirvan, that vile apoftate 1 
Pha. In one hand 
He holds a fcimitar, the other bears 
An olivebranch, which to our chiefs he waves, 
An emblem of his fuit — a martial youth, 
Zaphna by name, attends him for our hoftagc 
PaL apart."] Zaphna! myfterious heav'n ! 
Pha. Mirvan advances 
This way my Lord to render you his charge* 
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Ale. " Mirvan advance ! how flare the traitor fee me V 9 
Palmira, thou retire — Pharon, be prefent. [Exit Palmira* 

Enter Mirvan. 
After fix years of infamous rebellion • 
Againft thy native country, doft thou, Mirvan, 
Again profane with thy detefted^refence 
Thefe facred walls which once thy hands defended, 
But thy bad heart has. vilely fince betray'd f 
Thou poor deferter of thy country's gods, 
Thou bafe invader of thy country's rights, 
What wouldft thou have with me ? 

Mir. I 'd pardon thee 

Out of companion to thy age and fufPrings, 
And high regard for thy experienc'd valour. 
HeavVs great apoftle offers thee in friendfhip 
A hand could crufh thee, and I come commiffion'd 
To name the terms of peace he deigns to tender. 

Ale. He deigns to tender ! infolent impoftor! 
Doft thou not, Mirvan, blufti 
To ferve this wretch — this bafe of foul as birth ? 

Mir. Mahomet's grandeur 's in himfelf ; he fhmes not 
With borrow'd luftre. 

Plung'd in the night of prejudice, and bound 
In fetters of hereditary faith, 
My judgment flepj ; but when I found him bora 
To mould anew the proftrate univerfe 
I ftarted from my dream, join'd his career, 
And fhar'd his arduous and immortal labours. 
Once I muft own I was as blind as thou; 
Then wake to glory, and be chang'd like me. 

Ale. What death to honour wak'ning to fuch glory! 

Pha . Oh, what a fall from virtue was that change ! 

Mir. Come, embrace our faith, reign with Mahomet* 
And cloth'd in terrours make the vulgar tre/nble. 

Ale. 'Tis Mahomet, and tyrants like to Mahomet, 
'Tis Mirvan, and apoftates like to Mirvan, 
I only would make tremble — Is it, fay'ft thou, 
Religion that's the parent of this rapine, 
This virulence and rage ?— ^No ; true Religion 
Is always mild, propitious, and humane, 
Plays not the tyrant, plants no faith in blood,. 
Nor bears deftru&ion on. her chariot-wheels, 
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But ftoops to polifti, fuccour, and redrefs, 
And builds her grandeur on the publick good. 

Mir. Thou art turn'd ChriJiian fure! fome draggling 
Has taught thee thefe tame leffona [monk 

Ale. IftheChriftians 
Hold principles like thefe, which reafon dictates, 
" Which all our notions of the Pow'rs divine 
" Declare the focial laws they meant for man, 
" And all the beauties and delights of nature 
" Bear witnefs to,'* the Chriftians may be right; 
Thy fe& cannot, who, nurs'd in blood and (laughter, 
Worfhip a cruel and revengeful being. 
And draw him always with his thunder round him 
As ripe for the deftru&ion of mankind. 

Mir. If clemency delights thee learn it here. 
Tho' banim'd by thy voice his native city, 
Tho* by thy hand robb'd of his only fon, 
Mahomet pardons thee ; nay farther, begs 
The hatred burning 'twixt you be extinguifh'd 
With reconciliations gen'rous tear. 

Ale. I know thy mailer's arts ; his gen'rous tears, 
Like the refrefhing drops that previous fall 
To the wild outrage of overwhelming earthquake* 
Only forerun deftru&ion ; » 

Courage he has, not bravery, 
For blood and havock are the fure attendants 
On his victorious car. 

Pha . Leagues he will make too 

Ale. Like other grafping tyrants, till he eyes 
A lucky juncture to enlarge his bounds, 
\ Then he '11 deride 'em, leap o'erev'ry tie 
Of facred guarantee or fworn protection, 
And when th' opprefs«d ally implores afMance 
Beneath that mafk invade the wifh'd-for realms, 
And from pure friendfhip take them to himfelf. 

Mir. Mahomet fights Heav'n's battles, bends the bow 
To fpread Heav'n's laws, and to fubje& to faith 
The iron neck of errour. 

Ale. Luft and ambition, Mirvan, are the fpringt 
Of all his adtions, whilfl without one virtue 
Diffimulation, like a flatt'ring painter, 
Bedecks him with the colouring of them all « 
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This is thy matter's. portrait — -But no more— — 
My foul '8 inexorable, and my hate 
Immortal as the caufe from whence it fprang, 

Mir. What cauf e 

Ale. The diff 'rence between good and evil. 

Mir. Thou talk'il to me, Alcanor, with an air 
Of a ft em judge, that from his dread tribunal 
Intimidates the criminal beneath him : 
Refume thy temper, aft the minifter, 
And treat with me as with th' amjjaffador 
Of Heav'n's apoitle and Arabia's king. 

Ale. Arabia's king ! what king ! who crown'd him? 

Mir. Conqueft 

Whilft to the ftyle of conq'ror and of monarch 
Patron of peace he > d add — Name then the price ' 
Of peace and of Palmira — Boundlefs treafures, 
The fpoils of vanquinVd monarchs, and the (lores 
Of rifled provinces, are thrown before thee. 
Our troops with matchlefs ardour haften hither 
To lay in ruin this rebellious city; 
Stem then the ruming torrent: Mahomet 
In perfon comes to claim a conference with thee 
For this good purpofe. 

Ale. Who ! Mahomet ! 

Mir. Yes, he conjures thou 'It grant it. 

Ale. Traitor! were I fole ruler here in Mecca 
I 'd anfwer thee with chaftifement- 

Mir. Hot man ! 
I pity thy falfe virtue— But farewell— — 
And lince the fenate (hare thy pow'r in Mecca 
To their ferener wifdoms I 'U appeal. [ Exit Mirvan. 

Ale. I '11 meet thee there, and fee whofe voice is victor* 
Come, Pharon, aid me to repulfe this traitor; 
To bear him with impunity amongft us 
Is treafon 'gainft ourfelves > Ye facred Pow'rSf 

My country's gods, that for three thoufand years 
Have reign'd protectors of the tribe of Ifhmael, 
Oh ! fupport my fpirit 
In that firm purpofe it has always held, 
To combat violence, fraud, and ufurpation, 
To pluck the fpoil from the oppreflbrs* jaws, 
And keep my country as I found it free. ££x«aU 

3 
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ACT II. 

Scene, Palmira's apartment* 
Enter Palmira. 

Palmira. 

Crease, ceafe ye ftreaming inftrumcnts of wo 

From your ignoble toil— Take warmth, my heart! 

v Colle& thy fcatter'd pow'rs, and brave misfortune. 

In vain the ftormtoft manner repines ; 

^Were he -within to raife as great a tempeft 

'As beats him from without it would not fmooth 

One boift'rousfurge: impatience only throws 

Difcredit on raifchance, and adds a fhame 

To our affliction. 

Enter Z AP hn a. 

Ha ! allgracious Heav'n ! 

Thou, Zaphna ! is it thou ? what pitying angel 
'Guided thy fteps to thefe abodes of bondage ? 
'* Zaph, Thou fov'reign of my foul and all its pow'rs, 
) Object of ev'ry fear and ev'ry wifh, 
f Friend, filler, love, companion, all that 's dear 1 . 
|Do I once more behold thee, my Palmira? 
: Oh, I will fet it down the whiteft hour 
! That Zaphna e'er was bleft with ! — 
Pal. Say, my hero 

Are my ills ended then ? They are, they are : 
Now Zaphna 's here I am no more a captive 

Except to him : oh, bleft captivity ! 
Zapb* Thofe fmiles are dearer to my raptur'd-breaft, 

Sweeter thofe accents to my lift'niiig heart, 
Than all Arabia's fpices to the fenfe. 

Pal. No wonder that my foul was fo date, 
No wonder that the cloud of grief gave way, 
When thou my fon of comfort wert fo nigh. 

Zeiph. Since that dire hour when on Sabaria's ftrani 
The barb'rous foe depriv'd me of Palmira, ^ 
In what a gulf of horrour and defpair 
Have thy imagia-d perils plung'd my foul ! 
Stretch'd on expiring corfes for a while - 

B 
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To the deaf ftream I pourM out my complaint, 
And begg d I might be number'd with the dead 
That flrew'd its banks — —then ftarting from defpair 
With rage 1 flew to Mahomet for vengeance ; 
He, for fome high myfterious purpofe known 
To Heav'n and him alone, at length difpatch'd 
The valiant Mirvan to demand a truce : 
Inftant on wings of lightning I purfu'd him, 
And enter'd as his hoilage— — iix'd, Palmira, 
Or to redeem or die a captive with thee. 

Pal. Heroick youth ! 

Zaph. But how have thefe Barbarians 
Treated my fair ? 

Pal. With high humanity. 
I in my victor found a friend— A lcanor 
Has made me feel captivity in nothing 
But abfence from my Zaphna and my friends.—— 

Zaph. I grieve a foul fo generous is our foe : 
But now prefented as a hoitage to him 
His noble bearing and humanity 
Made captive of my heart 5 I felt, methought, 
A new affection lighted in my bread, 
And wonder'd whence the infant ardour fprang. 

Pal. Yet gen'rous as he is not all my pray'rs, 
Not all the tears I lavifh at his feet, 
Can move him to reftore me— 

Zaph. But he mail 

Let the Barbarian know he (hall, Palmira ; 
The god of Mahomet, our divine protector, 
Whofe (till triumphant ftandard I have borne 
O'er piles of vanquifh'd infidels — that pow'r 
Which brought unnumber'd battlements to earth, 
Will humble Mecca too. 

Enter Mirvan. 
Well, noble Mirvan, 

Do my Palmira's chains fit loofe upon her; 
Say, is it freedom ? This prefumptuous fenate— - 

Mir. Has granted all we afle'd, all we could wife— 
The truce obtain'd the gates to Mahomet 
Flew open 

ZapL Mahomet in Mecca fay 'ft thou ? 
Once more in Mecca 1 
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PaL Tranfport ! bid him welcome. 

Zapb. Thy faff 'rings then are o'er, the ebb is paff, 
And a full tide of hope flows in upon us. 

Mir. The fpirit of our prophet that infpir'd me 
Breath'd fuch divine perfuafion from my lips 
As (hook the reverend fathers — Sirs, cry'd I, 
This fav'rite of high Heav'n, who rules in battle, 
Before whofe footliool tributary kings 
Bow the anointed head, born here in Mecca, 
Aflcs but to be enroll'd a fenator, 
And you refufe his pray'r. Deluded fages 1 
Altho* your conq'ror he requefts no more 
Than one day's truce, pure pity to yourfelves ! 
To fave you if he can, and you — Oh fhamc I — 
At this a gen'ral murmur fpread around. 
Which feem'd propitious to lis — 

Zapb. Greatly carry 'd ! 
Go on 

Mtr. Then ftraight th' inflexible Alcanor 
Flew thro' the ftreets, affembling all the people 
To bar our prophet. Thither too I fled, 
Urg'd the fame arguments, exhorted, threaten'd, 
Till they unhing'd the gates, and gave free paflage 
To Mahomet and his chiefs — In vain Alcanor 
And his difhearten'd party, ftrove t' oppofe him ; 
Serene and dauntlefs thro' the gazing crowd 
With more than human majefty he mov'd, 
Bearing the peaceful olive, whilft the truce 
Was inftantly proclaim'd ■ 

PaL Bufwhere 's the prophet ? 

Mir. Reclin'd in yonder grot that joins the temple^ 
Attended by his chiefs. 

Zapb. There let us hafle 
With duteous ftep, andbowourfelvesbeforehim. \ExwnU 
Scene changes to a Jpacious grotto. 
Ma h o m e t dif covered with the Alcoran befc re him. 
Mob. Glorious hypocrify ! what fools are they 
Who fraught with luilful or ambitious views 
Wear not thy fpecious mafk — Thou, Alcoran ] 
Haft won more battles, ta'en more cities for me, 
Than thrice my feeble numbers had achieved 
Without the fuccour of thy facred impulfe. • 

Bij 
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Enur Hercides, Ammon, and All 
Invincible fupporters of our grandeur! 
My faithful chiefs, Hercides, Ammon, Alii 
Go and in ft nidi this people in my name 
That faith may dawn, and like a morning-ftar 
Be herald to my lifing : 
1-cad them to know and to adore my God j 
liut above all to fear him — Lo, Palmira ! \_Exc.Her.l5c. 
Her angcl-face, with unfeign'd blu flies fpread, 
Proclaims the purity that dwells within. 

Enter Mirvan, Zaphha, j;;^ Palmira. 
[ To Palmira."] The hand of War was ne'er before fo bar-* 
Never bore from me half fo rich a fpoil £ barous, 

As thee my fair. 

PaL Joy to my heav'nly guardian ! 
Joy to the world that Mahomet *s in Mecca f 

Mah. My child, let me embrace thee How's this, 

Thou here ! [Zaphnai ' 

Zaph. kneeling.] My father, chief, and holy pontiff! 
The god that thou'rt mfpir'd by march'd before me* 
Ready for thee to wade thro' feas of danger, 
Or cope with death itfelf, I hither haften'd 
To yield myfdf an hoftage, and with zeal 
Prevent thy order. 

IMah. 'Twas not well, rafti boy : 
He that does more than I command him errs 
As much as he who falters in his duty, 
And is not for my purpofe — I obey * 
My god — implicitly obey thou me. ^ 

PaL Pardon, my gracious Lord, his wellmeaut ardours 
Brought up from tender infancy beneath ^ 
The fheltcr of thy facred patronage, 
Zaph n a and I 'ave been animated Hill 
By the fame fentiments : alas, great Prophet! 
I 'ave had enough of wretchednefs — to languifh 
A.prifoner here, far both from him and you ; 
Grudge me not then the ray of coirfolation 
His prefer.ee* beam'd, nor cloud my dawning hope' 
Of riling freedom and felicity. 

Mah. Palmira, 't is enough ; I read thy heart-^- 
Be not alarmed; tho' burden'd with the cares * 

Of thrones and altars, ft.il! my guardian. e^e . 
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Will watch o'er thee as o'er the univerfe. 
Follow my gen'rals Zaphna. Fair Palmira, 
Retire, and pay your pow'rful vows to Heav'n, 
And dread no wrongs but from Alcanor. 

[Zaphna and Palmira go outftparaitty. 
Mirvan 

Attend thou here— 'Tis time, my trufty foldier, 
My longtry 'd friend, to lay unfolded to thee 
The clofe refolves and councils of my heart. 
The tedious length of a precarious liege 
i May damp the prefent ardour of my troops, 
And check me in the height of my career. 
Let us not give deluded mortals leifure 
By reafon to difperfe the myftick gloom 
We 'ave call about us — Prepoffeffion, friend, 
Reigns monarch of the million — Mecca's crowd 
Gaze at my rapid victories, and think 
Some awful pow'r directs my arm to conqneft ; 
But whilftour friends once more renew thdr efforts 
To win the wav'ring people to our intereft, 
What think'ft thou, fay, of Zaphna ancl Palmira ? 
Mir. As of thy moft refign'd and faithful vaflals. 
Mat. Oh Mirvan ! they 're the deadlieft of my foes. 
Mir. How! 

Mat. Yes, they love each other — 
Mir. Well — what crime ? — 
* Mat. What crime ! dolt fay?- -Learn all my frailty then- - 
My life 's a combat : keen aufterity 
Subjects my nature to abftemious bearings : 
I'ave banim'd from my lips that trait'rous liquor 
That either works to practices of outrage 
Or melts the manly breaft to woman's weaknefs ; 
Or on the burning fands or defert rocks 
With thee I bear th' inclemency of climates, 
Freeze at the pole, or fcorch beneath the line. 
t For all thefe toils love only can retaliate, 
! The only confolation or reward, 
! Fruit of my labours, idol of my incenfe, 
j And fole divinity that I adore; 
I Know then that I prefer this young Palmira 
j To all the v ripen'd beauties that attend me, 
I Dwell on her accents, dote upon her fmiles, 
I Biij 

[ 
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Ar>J am not nine but her's. Now judge, ray friend, 
I low vafl the jealous transports of thy mailer, 
WLtn at Lib feet he daily hears this charmer 
Avow a foreign love, and,, infolent, 
Gi\e Mahomet a rival r 

Mir. How ! and Mahomet 
Not inAautly revenge — t — 

Mah. Ah ! fliould he not ? 
But better to deteft-him know him better r 
Learn then that both my rival and my love 
Sprang from the loins of this, audacious tyrant.. 

Mir. Alcanor! 

Mah. Is their father; old Hercides, 
N To whofe fage inftitution I commit 
My captive infants, late reveal'd it to me— 
Perdition] I myfelf light up their flame, 
And fed it till I fet myfelf on fire. 
Well, means muft be employ'd:but fee, the father £ 
He comes this way, and lanchesfrora his eye 
Malignant fparks of enmity and rage. 
Mirvan,. fee all ta'en care of; let Hercides 
With his cfcorte befet yon' gate; bid AH 
Make proper difpofition round the temple ; 
This done return, and render me account 
Of what fuccefs we meet with 'mongft the people: 
Then, Mirvan, we'll determine or to loofe 
Ov bridle in our vengeance as it fuits. [-Ex/7 Mirvan* 

£nter Alcahor. 

Mah. Why doft thou ftart Alcanor ? whence that hor- 
Is then my fight fo baneful to thee ? [rourl. 

Alc. " Heavens ]" 
Muft I then bear this ? muft I meet in Mecca^ 
On terms of pc ace, this fpoiler of the earth.? 

Mah. Approach, old man, without a blufti, flnceHeav'n- 
For fome high-end decrees our future union. 

Ale I blufh not for myfelf, but thee, thou tyrant ; 
For thee, bad man! who corn'ft with ferpent-guile 
To fow diflention in the realms of peace : 
Thy very name fcts families at variance, 
'Twixt fon and father burfts the bonds of nature,. 
And fears endearment from the nuptial pillow? 
" Ev'n truce with thee ia.a newftiatagem.." 
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And«is it, infolent diflembler! thus 

Thou com'ft to give the fons of Mecca peace, 

And me an unknown god ? 

Mah. Were/I to anfwer any but Alcanor 
That unknown god mould fpeak in thunder for me, 
But here with thee I 'd parley as a man. 

Ale. What canil thou fay ? what urge in thy defence ? 
What right haft thou receiv'd to plant new faiths, 
Or lay a claim to royalty and priefthood? 

Mah. The right that a refolv'd and tow' ring fpirit 
Has o'er the grov'ling inftinft of the vulgar 

Ale. Patience, good Heav'ns ! have I not known thse, 
When void of wealth, inheritance, or fame, [Mahomet, 
Rank'd with the loweft of the low at Mecca? 

, Mah* Dofl thou not know, thou haughty feeble man, 
That the low infect, lurking in the grafs, . 
And the imperial eagle, which aloft 
Ploughs the ethereal plain, are both alike 
In the Eternal Eye— Mortal are equal : 
Ibis not birth, magnificence, or pow'r, 
But virtue only makes the difference 'twixt them. 
• Ale. apart. ~\ What facred truth from what polluted lips 1 

Mah. By virtue's ardent pinions borne on high 
Heav'n met my zeal, gave me in folemn charge 
Its facred laws, then bad me on and publifh. 

Ale. And did Heav'n bid thee on and plunder too? 

Mah. My law is active, and inflames the foul 
Wi*h* thffft of glory. What can thy dumb gods ? 
What laurels fpring beneath their footy altars? 
Thy flothful fe& difgrace the humankind, 
Enervate lifelcfs images of men ! 
Mine bear th' intrepid foul; my faith makes heroes. 

Ale. Go preach thefe doctrines at Medina, where 
By proftrate wretches thou art rais'd to homage. 

Mah. Hsar me ; thy Mecca trembles at my name ; 
If therefore thou wouldft fave thyfelf or city 

Embrace my proffer'd friendship What to-day 

I thus folieit I'll command to-morrow. 

Ale. Contract with thee a friendship ! frontlefs man I 
Know'it thou a god can work that miracle ? 

Mah I do Neceflity thy intertft.. 

/tic. Intereft is thygod, Equity is mine. 
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Propofe the tie of this unnatural union ; ' 
Say, is 't the lofs of thy villfated fon, 
Who in the field fell victim to my rage, 
Or the dear blood of my poor captive children, 
Shed by thy butchering hands ? 

Mah. Ay, 'tis thy children. 
Mark me tjien well, and learn th* important fecret 
Which I *m fole matter of —Thy children live. 

Ale. Live ! 
• Mah. Yea both live 

Ale. What fay 'ft thou \ Both ! 

Mah. Ay, both. 

Ale. And doft thou not beguile me? 

Mah. No, old man. 

Ale. Propitious Heav'ns ! Say, Mahomet, for now 
Methinks I could hold endlefs converfe with thee, 
Say what 's their portion, liberty or bondage \ 

Mah. Bred in my camp, and tutor'd in my law, 
I hold the balance of their deftinies, 
And now 'tis on the turn t heir lives or deaths— 
'Tis thine to fay which mall preponderate. 
v Ale. Mine ! can I fa ve them ? name the mighty ranfom— 
If I muft bear their chains double the weight, 
And I will kifs the hand that puts them on ; 
Or if my ftreaming blood muft be the purchafe, 
Drain ev'ry fluice and channel of my body, 
My fwelling veins will burft to give it paffage. 

Mah. I'll tell thee then— renounce thy Pagan faith, 
Abolifh thy vain gods, and 

Ale. Ha! 

Mah. Nay, more, 
. Surrender Mecca to me, quit this temple, 
Afifft me to impofc upon the world, 
Thunder my Koran to the gazing crowd, 
Proclaim me for their prophet and their king, 
And be a glorious pattern of credulity 
To Koran's itubborn tribe. . Thefe terms perfoi m'd 
Thy fon (hall be reftor'd, and Mahomet's felf 
Will deign to wed thy daughter. 

Ale. Hear me Mahomet 

lama father, and this bofom boa (Is 
A heart as tender as e'er parent bore. 



A3 II. MAHOMET. 21 

After a fifteen years of anguifh for them 
Once more to view my children, clafp them to me, 
And die iiKtheir embrace* — melting thought ! 
"But were I doom'd or to enflave my country, 
And help to fpread black errour o'er the ea*rth f 
Or to behold thefe blood-embrued hands, 
.Deprive me of them both — Know me then Mahomet, 

Id not admit a doubt to cloud my choice 

[Looking earnejily at Mahomet for feme time before hefpeakt. 
Farewell. [Exit Alcanor. 

Mah. Why, fare thee well then— churliih dotard ! 
Inexorable fool ! Now by my arms 
I will have great revenge ; I '11 meet thy fcom 
With treble retribution. 

Enter MlKY AH. 

Well, my Mirvan, 
What fay'ft thou to it now ? 
Mir. Wby, that Alcanor 
Or we muft fall. 
Mah. Fall then the obdurate rebel ! 
Mir. The truce expires to-morrow, when Alcanor 
Again is Mecca's matter, and has vow'd 
J)eftru£Uon on thy head : the fenate too 
Have pafs'd thy doom. - 

Mah. Thofe heart-chill'd paltry babblers 
; Plac'd on the bench of (loth with eafe can nod 
And vote a man to death ; why do n't the cowards 
; Stand me in yonder plain ? — With half their numbers 
> I drove them headlong to their walls for fhelter, 
i And he was deem'd the wifeft fenator 
\ That enter'd firft the gate; but now they think 
They 'avc got me in the toil their fpirits mount, 
And they could prove moil valorous aflaffins 
I Well, this I like — I always ow'd my gfeatnefs 
, To oppofition ; had I not met with ftruggles 
\ Pd been obfeure — Enough — Perifti Alcanor ! 
He marbled up the pliant populace, 
Thofe^dupes of novelty will bend before us 
• Like ofiers to a hurricane ■ 

Mir. No time 
; h to be loft. 

Mah. But for a proper arm,; 
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For, however irkfomc, we muft fave 
Appearances, and mafk it with the vulgar* 

Mir. True, my fage chief — What think'ft thou then of 

Mah. Of Zaphna, fay'ft thou ■ [Zaphna? 

Mir. Yes, Akanor's hoftage 

He can in private do thee vengeance on him : 

Thy other fav'rites of maturer age, 

And more difcreetly zealous, would not ri/k it : 

Youth is the flock whence grafted fupetftition 

Shoots with unbounded vigour. He 's a flave 

To thy defpotick faith, and urg'd by thee, 

However mild his nature may appear, 

Howe'er humane and noble is his fpirit, 

Or ftrong his reafon, where allow'd to reafon, 

He would for Heav'n's fake martyr half mankind. / 

Mah. The brother of Palmira ! 

Mir. Yes, that brother, 
The only fon of thy outrageous foe, 
And the inceftuous rival of thy love. 

Mah. I hate the ftripling, loathe his very name ; 
The manes of my fon too cries for vengeance 
On the curs'd fire ; but then thou know'ft my love, 
JKnow'ft from whofe blood (he fprang; thisftaggers^Mirvan; 
And yet I 'm here furrounded with a gulf 
Ready to fwallow me ; come too in quelle 
Of altars and a throne — What muft be done !— 
My warring paflions, Ijke contending clouds 
When fraught with thunder's fatal fuel, burft 
Upon themfelve6, and rend me with the (hock. 
And (hall enervating contagious love 
Hag my afpiring fpirit, fink me down 
To woman's (hackles, make a lapthing of me ? 
Glory ! that muft not be ! ambition ft ill 
And great revenge impetuous urge their claims, 
And muft be notie'd. Mirvan, found this youth ; 
Touch not at once upon the ftartling purpofe. 
But make due preparation, 

Mir. I Ml attack him 
"VVith all the forces of enthufiafm ; - x 
There lies our ftrength. 

Mah. Firft then, a folemn vow 
To a& whatever Heav'n by me enjoin* him ; 
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Next omens, dreams, and vifions, may be pleaded; 

Hints too of black defigns by this Alcanor 

Upon Palmira's virtue and his life ■ 
, But to the proof — Be now propitious, Fortune, 
. Then love, ambition, vengeance, jointly triumph. \_Exs. 



ACT III. 
S c e n e , a grand apartment* 
Enter Zaphna aW Palmira. 
. Zaphna." 

Alcanor claim a private conference with us! 
What has he to unfold? 
Pal. I tremble Zaphna. 
Zaph. Time prefs'd too, did he fay ? 
Pal. He did; then caft 
A look fo piercing on me it o'erwhelm'd 
My face with deep confufion ; this he mark'd, 
Then ftarting left me. 

Zaph. qfide.~] Ha! this gives me fear 
That Mirvan's jealoulies are too well grounded ; 
But I mull not diitraft her tender bofom 
With vifionaryterrours. {To Pal.'] Both in private? 
Pal. In private both. 

Zaph. Her virtue and my Hfe4 [Apart. 

It cannot be ; fQ reverend a form 
Could ne'er be pander to fuch black devices. 

Pal. But let us mun it Zaphna ; much I fear 
, Alcanor has deceiv'd us : dread the treachery 
Of this blood-thirfty fenate. Truft me, Zaphna, 
They'ave fworn the extirpation of our faith, 
Nor care by what vile means— 
Zaph. My foul's belt treafure, 
[ For whofe fecurity my ev'ry thought 
\ Is up in arms, regardlefs of my own \ 
I Shun thou Alcanor's prefence. This hour, Palmira, 
! Mirvan, by order of our royal pontiff", 
Prepares to folemnize fome a& of worifhip 
Of a more hallow'd and myflerious kind 
Than will admit of vulgar eye ; myfelf 
Alone am honour'd to afiift. 
Pa/.Alom;! 
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Zaph. Yes, to devote myfdf by folemn tow 
For fume great act, of which my fair's the prize. 

Pal. Whataa? 

Zapb. No matter, face my lov'd Palmira 
Shall be the glorious recompenfe— 

Pal. OhZaphna! 
Methinks I do not like this fecret -vow. 
Why mull I not be prefent ! were I with thee 
I fhould not be fo anxious; 
For trail me, Zaphna, my affection for thee 
Is of that pure diiinterefted nature, 4 

So free from paifton's taint, I 'ave no one wifh 
To have thee more than thus, have thee my friend, " 
Share thy lov'd converfc, wait upon thy welfare, 
And view thee with a lifter's fpotfcfs eye. 

Zap/y. Angelick excellence ! 

Pah And let me tell thee 
This Mirvan, this fierce Mirvan, gives me terrours : 
So far from tend'ring confolation to me 
His theme is blood and (laughter. As I met him. 
His eyes flam'd fury, whilft in doubious phrafe 
He thul befpoke me — The deftroying angel 
Mifft be let loofe — Palmira, Heav'n ordains 
Some glorious deed for thee yet hid in darknefs ; 
Learn an implicit rev'rence for its will* 
And abeve all I warn thee fear for Zaphna. 

Zaph. What could he mean ? can I believe, Alcanor, . 
Thy fair deportment but a treach'rous mafk ? 
Yet fpite of all the rage that ought to fire me j 

Againft this rebel to our faith and prophet I 

1 'ave held me happy in his friendfhip, j 

And bondage wore the livery of choice. [my Zaphna, I 

Pal. How has Heav'n fraught our love-link'd hearts ! 
With the fame thoughts, averfions, and defires I 
But for thy fafety and our dread religion, 
That thunders hatred to all infidels, 
With great remorfe I fhould accuie Akanor. 

Zaph, Let us fhake off this vain remorfe Palmira, 
Refign ourfelves to Heav'n and a& its pleafure. j 

The hour is 'come that -I rauft. pledge my vow; j 

Doubt not but the Supreme, who claims this fervice, * i 
Will prove propitious to our chafte endearments. 

4 " 1 
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Farewell my love ; I fly to gain the fummit 

Of earth's felicity — to gain Palmira. [Exit. 

Pal. Where'er I turn me here 9 t is all fufpicion. 
What means this vow? Mirvan, I like thee not : 
Alcanor too diftra&s my tim'rous bread : 
£y'n Mahomet's felf I dread whilft I invoke him. 
: Like one benighted 'midft a place of tombs 
I gaze around me, ftart at ev'ry motion. 
And feem hemm'd in by vifionary fpe&res. 
Allrighteous Eow'r, whom trembling I adore, 
And blindly follow, oh deliver me 
I From thefe heart-rending terrours ! — Ha ! who's here? 

Enter Mahomet. 
i Tig he! 'tis Mahomet himfelf ! kind Heav'n 
I Has fent him Xo my aid — My gracious Lord ! 
j Protect the dear dear idol of my foul ; 
; Save Zaphna ; guard him from 

Mob. From what! — why Zaphna? 
'' Whence this vain terrour \ is he not with us ? 
j Pal. Oh Sir, you double now my appreheniionsl 
Thofe broken accents and that eage/ look 
Shew you have anguifh fmoth'ring at the heart, 
And prove for once that Mahomet 's a mortal. 

Mob. apart.'] Ha ! I fhall turn a traitor to rayfelf— - 
Oh woman ! woman ! hear me ; ought I not 
To be jenrag'd at thy profane attachment ? 
How could thy breaft, without the keeneit fling, 
Harbour one thought not dictated by mei 
Is that young mind 1 took fuch toil to form 
Turn'd an ingrate and infidel at once ? 
Away, rebellious maid *- 

Pal. What doft thou fay, 
My royal Lord? Thus proilrate at your feet 
Let me implore forgivenefs if in aught 
I have offended : talk not to me thus ; 
A frown from thee, my father and my king, 
Is death to poor Palmira. Say then, Mahomet, 
Didft thou not in this very place permit him 
To tender me his vows? 

Mab. apart."] " His vows ! perdition!" 
How the foft trait'refs racks me! — Rife Palmira— 
Impart.] Down, rebel love ! I mu ft becalm — Come hither; 

C 
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Beware, raih maid, of fncfa imprudent fteps, 
They lead to guilt. What wild pernicious errours 
May n't the heart yield to if not greatly watch'd ! 

Pal. In loving Zaphna fore it cannot err ; 
There's nothing wild, nothing pernicious— 

Mah. How! 
This theme delights yo n «■ 

Pal. I muft own it does. 
Yes, my great mafter, for I ftill have thought 
That Heav'n itfelf approvM of my affection, 
And gave a fanction to our mutual ardours. 
Can what was virtue once be now a crime? 
Can I be guilty 

Mah. Yes — towards me you are 
You, nurs'd from infancy beneath my eye, 
Child of my care and pupil of my faith, 
You, whom my partial fondnefs ftill diftinguifh'd 
From all the captive youths that grae'd my triumphs, 
And you who now without my leave permit 
A fliive to bear thee from my fight for ever. 

Pal x No, we both live, nay more, would die for thee: 
And oh my Lord ! if all that earth can offer 
Of grandeur, opulence, or pleafiire, e'er 
Shall make me deaf to gratitude's demands, 
May Zaphna's felf be evidence againft me, 
And plead for double vengeance on my treachery. 

Mah. apart. ~\ Zaphna again ! Furies! I (hall relapfe! 
And make her witnefs of my weaknefs. 

Pal Sir! 
What fudden ftart of pafiion arms that eye? 

Mah. Oh nothing : pray retire a while : take courage; 
I 'm not at all difpleas'd : 'twas but to found 
The depth of thy young he*art. I praife thy choice ; 
Truft then thy deareft int'reft to my bofom ; 
But know your fate depends on your obedience. 
If I have been a guardian to your yonth, 
If all my lavifh bounties paft weigh aught, 
Defcrve the future bleflings which await you. 
Howe'er the voice of Heav'n difpofe of Zaphna, 
Confirm him in the path where duty leads, 
That he may keep his vow and merit thee. 
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Pal. Diftruft him not my fov'reign ; noble Zaphna 
Difdains to lag in love or glory's courfe. 

Mah. Enough of words — 

Pal. As boldly I'ave avow'd 
The love I bear that hero at your feet, 
I'll now to him, and fire his gen'rous breafl 
To prove the duty he has fworn to thee. [Exit Palmira. 

Mah. alone.'} Confufion I muft I, fpite o' me, be made 
The confidant of her inceftuous paflion ? 
What could I fay ? fuch fweet fimplicity 
Lur'd down my rage, and innocently wing'd 
The arrow thro' my heart. And mall I bear this ? 
Be made the fport of curfl Alcanor's houfe ? 
Check'd in my rapid progrefs by the fire, 
Supplanted in my love by this rafh boy, 
And made a gentle pander to the daughter? 
Perdition on the whole detefted race! 
Enter Mir van. 

Mir. Now, Mahomet, 's the time to feizc on Mecca, 
Crufh this A leaner, and enjoy Palmira. 
This night the old enthufiaft offers incenfe 
To his vain gods in facred Caabo : 
Zaphna, who flames with zeal for Heav'n and thee, 
May be won o'er to feize that lucky moment. 

Mah. He (hall ; it mull be fo ; he 's born to ad 
The glorious crime ; and let him be at once 
The inftmment and victim of the murder. 
My law, my love, my vengeance, my own fafety, 
Have doom'd it fo — But, Mirvan, doft thou think 
His youthful courage, nurs'd in fuperflition, 
Can e'er be work'd — 

Mir. I tell thee, Mahomet, 
He 's tutor'd to accomplifh ihy defign. 
Palmira too, who thinks thy will is Heav'n's, 
Will nerve his arm to execute thy pleafure. 
Love and enthufiafm blind her youth : 
They're flill moll zealous who 're mod ignorant. 

Mah. Didfl thou engage him by a folemii vow ? 

Mir. I did, with all th' enthufiaftick pomp 
Thy law enjoins; then gave him, as from thee, 
A confecrated fword to act thy will. 
Oh, he is burning with religious fury ! 

v Cij 
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Mah. But hold, heroines — 

Enter ZaphnA. 
Child of that awful and tremendous pow'r 
Whofe laws J publifh, whofe behefts proclaim, 
Li den whilft I unfold his facred will : 
'Tis thine to vindicate his ways to man, 
'Tis thine his injur'd worfhip to avenge. 

Zapb. Thou Lord of nations, delegate of Heav'n, 
Sent to fhed day o'er the benighted world, 
Oh fay in what can Zaphna prove his duty ! 
Inftxuct me how a frail earthprifon'd mortal 
Can or avenge or vindicate a god. 

Mab. By thy weak arm he deigns to prove his caufe, 
And lanch his vengeance on blafpheming rebels. 

Zapb. What glorious action, what illuftrious danger* 
Does that Supreme, whofe image thou, demand? 
Place me, oh place me ! in the front of battle 
'Gainlt odds innumerable ; try me there ; 
Or if a fingle combat claim my might 
The flouted Arab may flep forth and fee 
If Zaphna fail to greet him as he ought. 

Mah. Oh, greatly faid, my fon ; 't is infpiration I 
But heed me : 'tis not by a glaring aft 
Of human valour Heav'n has will'd to prove thee j 
This infidels themfdves may boaft when led 
By oftentation, rage, or brutelike rafhnefs. 
To do whate'er Heav'n gives in facred charge, 
Nor dare to found its fathomlefs decrees, 
This and this onry's meritorious zeal. 
Attend, adore, obey ; thou (halt be arm'd 
By Death's remorfelefs angel which awaits me. 

Zapb. Speak out, pronounce ; what victim muft I offer? 
What tyrant facrifice ? whofe blood requir'ft thou? 

Mab. The blood of a detefted infidel, 
A murderer, a foe to Heav'n and me, 
A wretch who flew my child, blafphemes my god, 
And like a huge Coloffus bears a world 
Of impious oppofition to my faith ; 
The blood of curft Alcanor. 

Zapb. I! — Alcanor! 

Mah. What ! doft thou hefitate ! Rafh youth, bewaiej 
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He that deliberates is facrilegioa** 
Far, far from me be thofe audacious mortals 
Who for themfelves would impioufly judge, 
Or fee with their own eyes ; who dares to think 
Was never born a profelyte for me. 
Know who I am ; know on this very fpot 
I*ave charg'd thee with the juft decree of Heav'n, 
And when that Heav'n requires of thee no more 
Than the bare off'ring of its deadlieft foe, 
Nay, thy foe too and mine, why doft thou balance, 
As thy own father were the vic\im claim'd I 
Go, vile idolater ! falfe Muffelman ! 
Go feek another maftet, a new faith, 
Zaph. Oh Mahomet! 
Mah. Juft when the prize is ready, 
When fair Palmira's deftin'd to thy arms 
But what *s Palmira ? or what 's heav'n to thee, 
Thou poor weak rebel to thy faith and love ! 
Go ferve and cringe to our detefted foe. 

Zaph. Oh pardon, Mahomet ! methinks I hear 
The oracle oi Heav'n- — It mail be done. 

Mah. Obey then, ftrike, and for his impious blood 
Palmira's charms and Paradifc be thine. [eyes 

" Apart to Mirvan.~\ Mtirvan attend him clofe,andlet thy 
" Be fix'd on ev'ry movement of his foul." [Exeunt. 

Zaph. alone.'} Soft, let me think — This duty wean the 
face 
Of fomething more than monftrous— Pardon, Heav'n ! 
To facrifice an innocent old man, 
Weigh *d down with age, unfuccour'd and unarm'd ! 

When I am hoftage for his fafety too! 

No matter, Heav'n has chofe me for the duty ; 

My vow is paft and mull be ftraight fulfilPd. 

Ye ftern relentlefs minifters of wrath, 

Spirits of vengeance I by whofe ruthlefs hands 

The haughty tyrants of the earth have bled, 

Come to my fuccour, to my flaming zeal 

Join your determin'd courage ; 

And thou, angel 

Of Mahomet, exterminating angel ! 

That mow'ft down nations to prepare his paflage, 

Support my falt'ring will, harden my heart, 

Ciij 
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Left nature, pity, plead Alcanor's caufe, 
And wreft the dagger from me. 
Hah ! who comes here ? 

Enter Alcanor. 

Ale. Whence, Zaphna, that deep gloom, 
That like a blafting mildew on the ear 
Of promis'd harveft blackens o'er thy vifage ? 
Grieve not that here, thro' form, thou art conhVd ; 
1 hold thee not as hoftage but as friend, 
And make thy fafety partner with my own. 

Zapk. apart,'] And make my fafety partner with thy own! 

Ale. The bloody carnage, by this truce fufpended 
For a few moments, like a torrent check'd 
In its full flow, will with redoubled (Irength 

Bear all before it * 

In this impending fcene of publick horrour 
Be then, dear youth ! thefe man lions thy afylnm i 
I '11 be thy hoftage now, and with my life 
Will anfwer that no mifchief (hall befal thee. 
I know not why, but thou art precious to me. 

Zaph, Heav'n, duty, gratitude, humanity! [Apart, 
What didlt thou fay Alcanor? Didft thou fay 
That thy own roof mould fhield me from the tempeft? 
That thy own life flood hoftage for my fafety ? 

Ale, Why thus amaz'd at my companion for thee I 
I am a man myfelf, and that '$ enough 
To make me feel the woes of other men, 
And labour to rcdrefs 'em— 

Zaph. apart,'] What melody thefe accents make ! 
And whilft my own religion fpurs to murder 
His precepts of humanity prevail. 
[7o Alcanor,] Can then a foe to Mahomet's facredlaw 
Be virtue's friend? 

Ale, Thou know'ft but little, Zaphna, 
If thou doft think true virtue is confin'd 
To climes or fyftems; no, it flows fpontaneous, 
Like life's warm ftream thro'out the whole creatiotty. 
And beats the pulfe of ev'ry healthful heart. 
How canft thou, Zaphna, worfhip for thy god 
A being claiming cruelty and murders 
From his adorers ? Such is thy mailer's god— • 

Zaph, apart.] Oh, my relenting foul! thou 'rt almoft 
thaw'd 
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From thy rcfolvc— I pray you Sir no more. 
Peace, reafon, peace ! 

Ak. apart '.] The more I view him, talk with him, obferve 
His understanding tow'ring 'bove his age. 
His candour, which ev'n bigotry cann't fmother, 
The more my breaft takes int'reft, in^nis welfare, [afk thee 
\ToZaphna.~] Zaphna, come near- — I oft* have thought to 
To whom thou ow'ft thy birth,whofe gen'rous blood 
Swells thy young veins and mantles at thy heart. 

Zaph. That dwell* in darknefs ; no one friendly beam 
E'er gave me glimpfe from whom I am defcended. 
The camp of godlike Mahomet has been 
My cradle and my country, whilft of all 
His captive infants no one more has fhar'd 
The funfhine of his clemency and care. 

Ak. I do not blame thy gratitude young man ; 
But why was Mahomet thy benefactor ? 
Why was not I ? I envy him that glory. 
Why then this impious man has been a father 
Alike to thee and to the fair Palmira, 

Zaph. Oh! 

Ak. What *8 the caufe, my Zaphna, of that figh, 
And all that language of a fmother'd anguifh ? 
Why didft thou fnatch away thy cordial ey< 
That fhone on me before ? 

Zaph. apart. ~\ Oh my torn heart ! 
Palmira's name revives the racking thought 
Of my near blunted purpofe. 

Ale. Come, my friend ;. 
The floodgates of deftru&ion foon thrown ope 
Will pour in ruin on that curfe of nations. 
If I can fave but thee and fair Palmira 
From this o'erflowing tide let all the reft 
Of his abandon'd minions be the victims 
For your deliverance — I muft fave your blood. 

Zaph. apart."] Juft Heav'n ! and is't not I muft fhed his 

Ak. Nay, tremble if thou dar'ft to hefitate. [bloody 
Follow me ftraight. 

Enter Phar-on. 

Pha. Alcanor, read that letter, 
Put in my hands this moment by an Arab 
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With utmoft flealth, and air befpeakTng fomewhat 
Of high importance. 

Ale. reads. "\ Whence is this ?— H-rcides ! 
Cautious, my eyes ! be fure yon 're not miftaken 
In what you here infinuate. Gracious Heav'n 1 
Will then thy Providence at length o'errule 
My wayward fate, and by one matchlefs bleiling 
Sweeten the fufFrings of a threefcore years ! 

[After looking for fome time earneftly at Zaphna* 
Follow me. 

Zaph. Thee! — But Mahomet— 

Ale. Thy life 
And all its future blifs dwells on this moment'. 
Follow I fay. [Exeunt Aleanor and Pharon. 

Enter Mir van and his Attendants hafiily on the other Jide of 
the Stage. 

Mir. to Zaphna.'] Traitor, turn back ; what means 
This conference with the foe? To Mahomet 
Away this inftant ; he commands thy prefence. 

Zaph. apart. ~\ Where am I ? Heav'ne ! how fhall I now 
How aft ! A precipice on ev'ry fide [refolve! 

" Awaits me," and the firft leaft ftcp's perdition. 

Mir. Young man, our prophet brooks not fuch delay; 
Go, (lop the bolt that 's ready to be lanch'd 
On thy rebellious head. 

Zaph. Yes, and renounce 
This horrid vow, that *s poifon to my foul. 

[Exit with Mirvan, lie. 
Reenter Alcanor <W Pharon. 

Ale. Where is this Zaphna ? — But he flies me ftill : 
In vain I call in all the foft'ning arts 
Of pity, love, and friendfhip, to engage him : 
His bread is fear'd by that impoftor's precepts 
'Gain ft all who bid defiance to his laws. 
But, Pharon, did ft thou mark the baneful gloom. 
The fomewhat like reluctance, rage, and pity, 
That blended fat upon his penfive brow ? 

Pha., I did ; there 's fomething at his heart— 

Ale. There is 

Would I could fathom it t This letter, Pharon, 
His afpe&, age, the tranfport that I tafte 
When he is near me, the anxiety ' 
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His abfencc gives, do too much violence 

I To my diftra&ed fenfe. Hercides here 
Defires to fee me; 'twas his barbarous hands 
That robb'd me of my children ; they are living, 

I He tells me, under Mahomet's protection, 

L And he has fomething to unfold on which 
Their deftiny and mine depends. This Zaphna 
And young Palmira, vaflals of that tyrant, 
Are ignorant from whom they are defcended. 
Imagination's pregnant with the thought. 
My wifties mock me. Sinking with my grief 
I blindly catch at ev'ry flatting errour, 

I And fupplicate Deception's felf for fuccour. 

Pba. Hope, but yet fear, Alcanor : think, my chief, 

; How many infants from their parents torn, 
Ere confeious whofe they are, attend that tyrant, 
Drink in his dictates, place their being in him, 
And deem him an infallible difpenfer 
Of Heavy s decifions 

i Ale. Well, no matter, Pharon : 
At noon of night conduct Hercides hither ; 
Thy mafter in th' adjoining fane ©nee more. 
Will importune the gods with pray'rs and incenfe 
That he may fave his friends and fee his children. 

Pha. Thou (halt not find thy Pharon flack in aught 
That tends to thy deliverance from thisanguifh. [Ex. Phar. 

Ale. Juft Heav'n ! if by erroneous thought or ac\ 
I have drawn down your fierce difpleafure on me 
Point me to right, I'll onward to its goal 
With double energy, will expiate all, 
That in the days of ignorance might offend ; 
Only reftore my children to my care, 
Give to my craving arms my haplefs children, 
That I may form them, turn 'em back from wrong, 
Weed their young minds of thofe pernicious errours 
The arch-impo&or has implanted in 'em, 
Train 'em in virtue's fchool, and lead them on 
To deeds of glorious and immortal honour. [Exit. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene, Mahomet's apartment, 

. Ma ho m et alone* 

A m b i t i o n knows not conscience—— 
Well, this Zaphna 

Is hVd at length — I leffon'd him fo home, 
Dealt to his young enthufiaftick foul 
Such promifes and threats — — 

Enter Mir van. 
Mirvan, what news? 

' Mir. Oh, Mahomet, I fear the nicc-wov'n web 
Of our defign 's unravell'd. Ere thy fpirit 
Had reinflam'd young Zaphna with the thirft 
Of old Alcanor's blood he had revealM 
The dreadful purpofe to Hercides— 

Mat. Hah! 

Mir. Hercides loves the youth, and Zaphna flill 
Has held him as a father, 

Mah. That I like not. 
What does Hercides fay ? thinks he with us ? 

Mir. Oh no ; he trembles at the very thought 
Of this dread fcene, compaffionates Alcanor, 
And 

Mah. He's but a half friend then, and a half friend 
lb not a fpan from traitor. Mirvan, Mirvan, 
A dangerous witnefs muft be fome way dealt with: 
Am I obey'd ? 

Mir. 'Tis done. 

Mah. Then for the reft 

Or e'er the harbinger of morrow's dawn 
Gleam in the eaft, Alcanor, thou muft fet, 
Or Mahomet and all his hopes muft pertfh : 
That *s the firft ftep then — Zaphna, next for thee. 
Soon as thy hands have dealt the midnight mifchief 
In thy own blood the fecret muft be drown'd. 
Thiis quit of ion and father (thofe curft rivals 
Who elbow me at once in love and grandeur) 
Both Mecca and Palmirarfhall be mine. 
Oh tow' ring profpeft ! how it fills the eye 
Of my afpiring and enamour'd foul ! * 
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Night! put on double fable, that no ftar 

May be a fpy on thofe dark deeds Well, Mirvan, 

Shall we accomplifti this? 

Mir. We mall, my chief. 

Mah. What tho' I feize his life from whom ihe fprung? 
He's not her father as (he knows it not. 
Truft me thofe partial ties of blood and kindred 
Are but th* illufive taints of education ; 
What we call nature is mere habit Mirvan ; 
That habit 's on our fide ; for the whole ftudy 
Of this young creature's life has been obedience, 
To think, believe, and aft, as pleafur'd me. 
But hold, the hour on which our fortune hangs ' 
Is now at hand. While Zaphna feeks the temple 
Let us look round us, fee that not a wheel 
Lag in the vaft machine we have at work : 
It is fuccefs that confecrates our actions : 
The vanquifh'd rebel as a rebel dies, 
The vi&or-rebel plumes him on a throne* [Exeunt* 

Scene changes to the temple* 
Enter Zap hna with a drawn /word in his hand. 

Zaph. Well then, it muft be fo ; I mult difcharge 
This cruel duty— Mahomet enjoins it, 
And Heav'n thro* him demands it of my hands. 
Horrid, tho' facred ad ! — my foul fhrinrks back, 
And wont admit conviction — Ay, but Heav'n ! ' 
Heav'n's call I muft obey — Oh dire obedience ! 
What dbft thou coll me ! my humanity ! 
Why, duty, art thou thus at war with nature ? 

Enter Palmira. 
Thou here Palmira ! oh ! what fatal tranfport 
Leads thee to this fad place, thefe dark abodes, 
Sacred to death ? Thou haft no bus'nefs here. 

Pal. Oh, Zaphna, fear and love have been my guides. 
What horrid facrifice is this enjoin'd thee ? 
What victim does the god of Mahomet 
Claim from thy tender hand ? 

Zaph. Oh, my guardian angel, 
Speak; refolve me; 
How can aflaflination be a virtue? 
How can the gracious parent of mankind 
Delight in mankind's fufPrings? Mayn't this prophet, 
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This great announcer of hU heav'nly will, " 

. Miftake it once ? 

P* /. Oh, tremble to examine. 
He fees our hearts — To doubt is to blafpheme. 

Zaph. Be fteady then, my foul, firm to thy purpofc, 
And let religion fteel thee againft pity. 
Come forth thou foe to Mahomet and Heav'n, 
And meet the doom thy rebel faith deferves ; 
Come forth Alcanor. 

Pal. Who, Alcanor I, 

Zaph.Yc*. 

Pal. The good Alcanor? 

Zaph. " Why d'ye call him good ? . 
Curfe on hi* Pagan virtues ! he mufl; die ; 
So Mahomet commands: and yet methinks 
Some other deity arrefls my arm, 
And whifpers to my heart— Zaphna, forbear! 

Pal. Diilra&ingftatc! 

Zaph. Alas ! my dear Palmira, . 
I 'm weak, and fhudder at this bloody bus'nefs. 
Help me, oh help, Palmira ! I am torn, • 
Diftra&ed with this conflict. 
Zeal, horrour, love, and pity, feize my breaft, 
And drag it different ways* Alas! Palmira, 
You fee me t offing on a fea of paffions ; 
'Tis thine, my angel, to appeafe this tempeft. 
Fix my diftra&ed will, and teach me— 

p^_What! 
What can I teach thee in this ftrife of paffions I 
Oh Zaphna! I rafere our holy prophet, 
Think all his laws are regifter'd in heav'n t 
And ev'ry mandate minted in the ikies, 

Zaph. But then tofcreak thro' hofpitality, 
And murder him by whom We are protected ! 

Pal. Oh, poor Alcanor ! gen'rous good Alcanor ! . 
My .heart bleeds for thee." 

Zaph. Know then unlefs I acl this horrid fcene, 
Unlefs I plunge this dagger in the breaft 
Of that old man, I muff — I muft— 

Pal. What— 

Zaph. Muft Palmira 

(Oh agonizing thought! ) lofe thee for ever, 

2 
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Pal. Am I the price of good Alcanor's blood ? 

Zapb. So Mahomet ordains. 

Pal. Horrible dowry! 

Zapb. Thou know'ft the curfe our prophet has denounced 
Of endlefs tortures on the difobedient ? 
Thou know'ft with what an oath I ave bound myfelf 
To vindicate his laws, extirpate all 
That dare oppofe his progrefs : fay then, fair one, 
Thou tutorefa divine, inftruct rac how, 
How to obey my chief, perform my oath, 
Yet lift *o mercy's call. 

Pal. This rends my heart* 

Zapb. How to avoid being banifh'd thee for ever. 

Pal. Oh* fave me from that thought ! muft that e'er be ? 

Zapb. It mud not : thou baft row pronounced his doom. 

Pal What doom ?— Have 1 1 

Zapb. Yes, thou haft feal'4 his death* 

Pal. I feal his death !— Did I ? 

Zapb. 'TwasHeav'n fpoke by thee; thou *rt its oracle. 
And I '11 fulfil its laws. This is the hour 
In which he pays_at tbe adjoining altar 
(Black rites to his imaginary gods. 
pFollow me not Palmira. 
! Pal. I muft follow; 
I will not, dare not, leave thee. 
; Zapb. Gentle maid, 

I beg thee fly thefe walls ; thou canft not bear 
[This horrid fcene — Oh, thefe are dreadful momenfja\ 
Begone — quick— this way— 
, Pal. No, I follow thee, v 

[Retread thy ev'ry.footftep, tho* they leadr * 
To the dark gulf of death. , •• 

Zapb. Thou matchlefs maid! — to the dire trial then. 

[Exeunt. 

jBcen* draws > and dif covers the Inner part of tbe temple with a 

pagan altar and images, Alcanoraddrefling himfelfto the idols. 

Ale. Eternal Pow'rs ! that deign to biefs thefe manfiona, 
Protectors of the fons of Ifhmael, 
Crufti, crufh this blafphemous invader's force, 
And turn him back with fhame. If pow'r be your*i 
Oh! (hield your injur'd votaries, and lay v 

Oppreflion bleeding at your altar's foot. 

D 
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Enter Zaphna and Palmira. 

Pal. entering.] A& not this bloody deed : oh fave him, 
fave him. 

Zapb. Save him, and lofe both Paradife and thee! 

Pal. Hah, yon 9 he ftands— -Oh ! Zaphna, all my blood 
is frozen at the fight. 

Ale. 'Tis in your own behalf that I implore 
The terrours of your might ; fwift, fwiftly 
Pour vengeance on this vile apofta&'s head, 
Who dares profanely wreft your thunder from you, 
And lodge it with an unknown fancy 'd god. 

Zapb. Hear how the wretch blafphemes ! So, now— ■ 

Pal. Hold Zaphna! 

Zapb. Let me go— 

Pal. I cannot— cannot. 

Ale. But if, for reafons which dimfighted mortals 
Cann't look into, you *11 crown this daring rebel 
With royalty and priefthood, take my life : 
And if, ye gracious Pow'rs ! you *ave ought of blifs 
In ftore for me, at my laft hour permit me 
To fee my children, pour my blefling on them, 
Expire in their dear arms, and let them clofe 
Thefe eyes, which then would wifti no afterlight. 

Pal. His children, did he fay ? 

Zapb. I think he did 

Ale. For this I '11 at your altar pay my vows, 
And make it fmoke with incenfe. [Retires behind the atoto 

2Stf>L " Now 's the time $" [Drawing hiefmri 

Infulting Heav'n he flies to ftones for refuge: 
Now let me ftrike. 

Pal. Stay but one moment Zaphna. 

Zapb. It mull not be — unhand me. 

Pal. What to do! 

Zapb. To ferve my God and king, and merit thee. 
[Qreaklngfrom PaJmira 9 and 1 going towards the altar ,be/aH 

andjlopsjbort. 
Ha! what are ye, ye terrifying (hades? 
What means this lake of blood that lies before me? 

Pah Oh Zaphna ! let us fly thefe horrid roofs. 

Zapb. No, no— Go on ye minifters of Death; 
Lead me the way : 1 11 follow ye. 

Pal. Stay, Zaphna; 
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; Heap no more horrours 6n me; I *m expiring j 

| Beneath the load. 

Zaph. Be huuVd— the altar trembles ! 
What means that omen ! does it fpur to murder, 
! Or would it fein me back ? No, 't is the voice 
j. Of Heav'n itfelf that chides my lingering hand. 
I Now fend up thither all thy vows Palmira, 
j Whilft I obey its will and give the ftroke. 
j ' [_ Goes out behind the altar after Alcanor * 

Pah What vows ? wil 1 Heav'n receive a murd'rer's vows ? 
j For fure I 'm fuch whilft I prevent not murder. 
| Why beats my heart thus? what foft voice is this 
i That 's waken'd in my foul, and preaches mercy? 
i If Heav'n demands his life dare I oppofe ? 
| Is it my place to judge ? — Hah ! that dire groan - 
I Proclaims the bloody bus'nefs is about* 
Zaphna ! oh Zaphna ! 
| . Reenter Z af hn A. 

Zaph. Ha! where 'am I? 
\ Who calls me ? where 's Palmira ? fhe *s not here : 
What fiend has fnatch'd her from me ? 
i Pal. Heav'ns! he raves! 
1 Doft thou not know me Zaphna! her who lives 
For thee alone ? — Why doft thou gaze thus on me ? 
j Zaph. Where are we ? 

Pal Haft thou then difcharg'd 
[The horrid duty ? 
[ Zaph. What doft thou fay ? 

PaL .Alcanor 

Zaph. Alcanor! what Alcanor? 

PaL Gracious Heav'n, 
Look down upon him ! 
Let '8 begone my Zaphna, 
Let '8 fly this place. 
\ Zaph. Oh, whither fly! to whom? 
D' ye fee thefe hands? who will receive thefe hands ? 

Pal. Oh, come, and let me wafh them with my tears! - 

Zaph. Who art thou ? let me lean on thee — I find 
N My pow'rs returning. Is it thou Palmira? 
Wbere have I been ? what have I done ? 

Pal. I know not : 
Think on *t no more. 

Zaph. But I muft think and talk oa't too Palmira. 
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I feiz'd the victim by his hoary locks— 

(Thou, Heav'n,didft will it) 

Then, fliuddering with horrour, bury'd flraight 

The poignard in his breaft. 1 had redoubled 

The bloody plunge — (what cannot zeal perfuade!) 

But that the venerable fire pour'd forth 

So piteous a groan I look'd fo, Palmira 

And with a feeble voice cry'd, Is it Zaphna ? 

I could no more. Oh ! hadft thou feen, my love* 

The fell, fell dagger in his bofom, view'd 

His dying face, where fat fuch dignity, 

Cloth'd with companion tow'rds his bafe aflafltn, 

[Throwing himfelf on thegroml 
The dire remembrance weighs me to the earths— * 
Here let me die 

Pal. Rife, my lov'd Zaphna! rife, ! 

And let us fly to Mahomet for protection : 
If we are found in thefe abodes of daughter j 

Tortures and death attend us : let us fly. | 

Zaph.flartlngupS\ I did fly at that blafting fight Palmira, 
When drawing out the fatal fteel he caft j 

Such tender looks ! I fled — the fatal fteel, 
The voice, the tender look*, the bleeding victim 
Bleffing his murderer, I could not fly : 
No, they clung to me, riv'd my throbbing heart, 
And fet my brain on fire. What have we done ! 

Pal Hark ! what's that noife? I tremble for thy life* 
Oh ! in the name of love, by* all the ties, 
Thofe facred ties that bind thee mine for ever, 
I do conjure thee follow me. 
[ Alcanor comes from behind the altar, leaning againft it, with 

the bloody fword in his hand, 

Zaph. Hah ! look Palmira, fee what object's that 
Which bears upon my tortur'd fight? Is't he? 
Or is 't his bloody manes come to haunt us ? 

Pj/.'Tishe himfelf, poor wretch ! ftruggling with death* 
And feebly crawling tow'rds us. Let me fly 
And yield what help I can : let me fupport thee, 
Thou much -lamented, injur'd, good old man ! 

Zaph. Why don't I move ? my feet are rooted here, 
And all my frame is ft ruck and withcr'd up 
As with a lightning's blaft. 

AU. My gentle maid, 
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Wilt thou fupport inc ? 
"Weep not, my Palmira. 

Pol. I could weep tears of blood if that would ferve thee. 
Ale. fitting down.] Zaphna, come hither; thou haft ta'en 
my life, 
For what offence or what one thought towards thee 
That anger or malevolence gave birth, 
Heav'n knows I am unconfeious. Do not look fo : 
I fee thou doft relent. 

Enter Pharon bqftily. 
Pal.flarting back."] Hah ! *t is too late then. 
Ale. Would I could fee Hercidcs? — Pharon,, fo 
x Thy martyr'd friend by his diftemper'd hand 
Is now expiring. 

Pha. Dire unnatural crime ! 
Oh, wretched parricidei— behold thy father. 

[Pointing to Ale* 
Zaph. My father! 
Pal. Father! hah t 
Ale. Myfterious Heav'n 1 
P£a.Hercides dying by the hand of Mirvan r 
Who flew him left he mould betray the fecret, 
Saw me approach, and in the pangs of death 
Cry *d, Fly an4 fave Alcanor ; wreft the fword 
From Zaphna's hands if 't is not yet too late, 
' That '8 deftin'd for his death ; then let him know . 
That Zaphna and Palmira are his children. 

Pal. That Zaphna and Palmira are his children, I 
Doft hear that Zaphna i 

Zaph. 'Tis enough my Fate i 
Canft thou ought more ! 

Ale, Oh, nature ! oh, my children ! 
By what vile in {ligations wert thou driy'n, 
Unhappy Zaphna ! to this bloody a&ion ! 

Zaph. falling at his father's feet.]- Oh I cannot fpeak; 
Reftore me r Sir, reftore that damned weapon, 
That I for once may make it, as I ought. 
An inftrument of juftice. 

Pal. kneeling.] Oh, my father, 
Strike here ; the crime was mine ; 'twas I alone 
That work'd his will to this unnat'ral deed : 

Diij 
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Upon thefc terms alone he cou'd be mine, 
And inceft was the price of parricide. 

Zaph. Strike your aflaffin o 

Ale. I embrace my children. 
And joy to fee them, tho' my life's the forfeit* 
Rife, children, rife and live ; live to revenge 
Your father's death — But in the name of Nature, 
By the remiss of this paternal blood 
That's oozing from my wound, raife not your hands 
'Gainft your own being. Zaph n a, wouldft thou do me 
A fecond deadlier mifchief \ 
Selfflaughtcr caan't atone for parricide; 

Zaph. Then I will live, 
Live to fome purpofe : this is glorious fufFering. 

Ale. Thy undetermin'd arm ha' n't quite fulfil] 'd , 

Its bigot purpofe ; I hope to live to animate ~ 
Our friends 'gainft this impoftor ; lead 'em, Zaphna, 
To root out a rapacious baneful crew, 
Whofe zeal is phrenzy, whofe religion murder. S 

Zaph. Swift, fwift, ye hours! and light me to revenge f j 
Come, thou infernal weapon, [Snatches the bloody f word. j 
I '11 warn off thy fool ftain with the heart's blood 
Of that malignant fan&ify'd affaffin. 
\As Zaphna is going off Mirvan and bis follower* enter and < 
Jlop him. 

Mir. Seize Zaphna, j 

And load the trait'rous murderer with chains s 
Help you the good Alcanor — Haplefs man ! 
Our prophet in a vifion learnt to-night j 

The mournful Tale of thy untimely end, \ 

And fent me ftraight to feize the vile aftaffin, 
That he might wrake fevereft juftice on him i 
Mahomet comes to vindicate the laws, 
Not fuffer with impunity their breach. 

Ale. Heav'ns! what accumulated crimes are here f 

Zaph. Where is the monfter? bear me inftant to him> 
That I may blaft him with my eye, may curfe him 
With my laft hefitating voice. 

Pal. Thou traitor, j 

Did not thy own death-doing tongue enjoin 
This horrid deed ? 

Mir. Not mine by Hcav*n ! 
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Zaph. Not thine r 

Mir. No-, by our prophet and his holy faith, 
Of all the thoughts ere harbour 'd in this bread 
It ne'er had fuch a monfter for its tenant. 

Zaph. Moft accomplifh'd villain ! 
Mirvan, look at me— dar'ft thou 

Mir. Off with him, [To the Soldiers. 

And fee him well fecur'd, till Mahomet 
Demands him of you. 
; Pa L Villain, hold \ [Laying hold of Zaphna* . 

Mir* Away. 

Zaph. Juft, juft reward of my credulity ! 
(• Pal. Let me go with him ; I will mare thy fate 
Unhappy Zaphna, for I (hare thy guilt. 
I But then - [Looking back at Manor* 

Mir. No more— you mud to Mahomet : 
| Obey without reluctance : our great prophet, 
• In pity to your tender frame and years, . 
i Will take you under his divine protection. 

Pal. apart."] Oh death 1 deliver me from fuch protection ! 

Mir. If you would ought to fave the deftin'd Zaphna 
Follow me to the prophet ; yon may move him 
To mitigate his doom-— Away. 

[ To the Soldiers who hold Zaphna. 
You this way. [To Palmira. 

Zaph. Pardon ! 

Pal. Oh, pardon ! 
[They are led off by degrees., looting alternately at their father 
and each other. 

Ale. Oh, infupportable ! 
Both from me torn then when I wanted moft 
Their confolation. [AJhou^ 

Pha. Hark ! 
The citizens are rous'd, and all in arms 
Rum on to your defence. 

Ak. Pharon, fupport me 
Some moments longer — Help, conduct me towards 'em j 
Bare this wound to 'em ; let that fpeak the caufe, 
The treach'rous caufe, for words begin to fail rac $ 
Then if in death I can but ferve my country, 
Save my poor children from this tiger's gripe, 
And gi?e a fecond life to that lov'd pair 
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By whofe mifgnided zeal I lofc my own ; 
What patriot or parent but would wifh 
In fo divine a caufe to fall a martyr ! 
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[Exeunt. 



ACTV. 

Enter Ma ho m it and Mi rva h. 

_ Tr Mahomet. 

\V romc will be ever nurs'd and fed with blood- 
So this boybigot held his pious purpofe ? 

Mir. Devoutly. 

Mak. What a reafonlefs machine 
Can fuperftition make the reas'ner man ! 
Alcanor lies there on his bed of earth ? 

Mir. This moment he expired, and Mecca's youth 
In vain lament their chief. To the mad crowd 
That gather'd round good Ali and myfelf 
( Full of thy dauntlefs heav'nly-feeming fpirit ) j 

Difclaim'd the deed, and pointed out the arm i 

Of righteous Heav'n that ftrikes for Mahomet— ] 

Think ye, we cry'd, (with eyes and hands uprear'd) | 
Think ye our holy prophet would confent i 

To fuch a crime, whofe foulnefs calls a blot 
On right of nations, nature, and our faith ? j 

Oh, rather think he will revenge his death, j 

And root his murd'rer from the burdcn'd earth ! 
Then ftruck our breads, and wept the good old man, 
And only wifh he'd dy*d among the faithful, ' j 

And flept with Ibrahim. 
. Mob. Excellent Mirvan ! 

Mir. We then both at large 
Defcanted on thy clemency and bounty : 
On that the filent and dcfponding crowds 
Broke out in murmurs, plaints, and laft in mouts* 
ijjid each mechanick grew a Mufiulman. 

Mah. Oh, worthy to deceive and awe the world, 
Second to Mahomet ! let me embrace thee— 
But fay, is not our army at their gates 
To back our clemency ? 

Mir. Omar commands 
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Their nightly march thro* unfufpc&eA paths, 
And with the morn appears* 

Mah. At fight of them 
The weak remaining billows of this ftorm 
| Will lafh themfelves to peace— But where is Zaphna? 
| Mir. Safe in a dungeon, where he dies apace, 
Unconfcious of his fate ; for well thou knoVft 
Ere at the altar's foot he (lew his fire 
In his own veins he bore his guilt's reward, 
A deadly dranght of poifon. 

Mah. I would be kind, and let him die deceiv'd, 
Nor know that parent blood defiles his foul. 

Mir. He cannot know it : if the grave be filent 
I'm fure Hercides i s . 

Mob. Unhappy Zaphna ! 
Something like pity checks me for thy death. 
j But why — I muft not think that way — (hall Mahomet 
Give a new Paradife to all mankind, 
And let remorfe of confcience be the hell 
Of his own breaft ! My fafety claim'd his life, 
And all the heav'n of fair Palmira's charms 
Shall be my great reward* 

Mir. My noble Lord, 
Palmira is at hand, and waits your pleafure. 

Mah. Athand! How, Mirvan, couldft thou let me tali 
On themes of guilt when that pure angel 's near? 

Mir. The weeping fair, led on by flatt'ring hope 
Of Zaphna's life, attends your facred will : 
A filent pale dejection fhrowds her cheeks, 
And like the lily in a morning fhow'r 
She droops her head and locks up alt her fweets* 

Mah. Say Mahomet awaits, and then 
Affemble all our chiefs, and on this platform 
Let them attend me ftraight. [Exit Mirvan* 

Enter Palmira with Attendants. 
i Pal. apart.'] Where have they led me ? 
Methinks each flep I take the mangled corpfe 
Of my dear father (by poor Zaphna mangled) 

Lies in my way, and all I fee is blood [Starting* 

'Tis the Impoftor'sfeif !~Burft, heart, in filence. 

Mah. Maid, lay afide this dread. Palmira's fate 
And that of Mecca by my wiU is fix'd. 

i 



46 MAHOMET. J&F. 

This great event, that fills thy foul with horrour, 
Is myftery to all but Heav'n and Mahomet. 

PaL Oh, ever righteous Heav'n! canft "thou fuffer 
This facrilegious hypocrite, this fpoiler, 
To ileal thy terrours, and blafpheme thy name, 
Nor doom him inftant dead ? \_Af\dt. 

Mah. Child of my care, 
At length from galling chains t 'ave fet thee free, 
And made thee triumph in a juft revenge; 
Think then thou'rt dear to me, and Mahomet 
Regards thee with a more than father's eye : 
Then know ( if thou 'It deferve the mighty boon ) 
An higher name, a nobler fate, awaits thee. ! 

PaL What would the tyrant ? — i 

Mah. Raife thy thoughts to glory, j 

And fwecp this Zaphna from thy memory, 
With all that 's pad — Let that mean flame expire 
Before the blaze of empire's radiant fun. 
Thy grateful heart mull anfwer to my bounties, 
Follow my laws, and fhare in all my conquefts. 

PaL What laws, what bounties, and what conquelb> 
Fraud is thy law, the tomb thy only bounty, [tyrant? j 
Thy conquefts fatal as infe&ed air, 
Difpeopling half the globe— See here, good Heav'n! 
The venerable prophet I reverM, 
The king I ferv'd, the god that I ador'd. 

Mah. approaching her.~\ Whence this unwonted lan- 
guage, this wild frenzy? 

PaL Where is the fpirit of my martyr'd father? 
Where Zaphna's ? where Palmira's innocence ? 
Blafted by thee, by thee, infernal monfter — 
Thou found'ft us angels and hall made us fiends : 
Give, give us back our lives, our fame, our virtue: 
Thou canft not tyrant — yet thou feek'ft my love, 
Seek'ft with Alcanor's blood his daughter's love, 

if ah. apart.~\ Horrour and death ! the fatal fecrct , » 
known. 

Enter Mir van. 

Mir. Oh, Mahomet, all 's loft, thy glory tarniih'd. 
And th' infatiate tomb" ripe to devour us ! 
Hercides' parting breath divulg'd the fecret. 
Theprifon's fore'd, the city all in arms: 
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See where- they bear aloft their murder'd chief, 
Fell Zaphna in their front, death in his looks, 
Rage all his ftrength. Spite of the deadly draught 
He holds in life but txxmake fure of vengeance* 

Mab. What doft thou here then \ inftant with our guards 
Attempt to ftcm their progrefs till th' arrival 
Of Omar with the troops. 

Mir. I hafte my Lord. [Exit Mirvan. 

Pal. Now, now, my hour's at hand. 
Hear* ft thou thofe (houts that rend the ambient air? 
Seeft thou thofe glancing fires that add new horrours 
To the night's gloom ? frefli from thy murd'ring poignant 
(For thine it was, tho' Zaphna gave the blow) 
My father's fpirit leads the vengeful (hades 
Of all the wretches whom thy lword has butcher'd: 
I fee them saife their unfubftantial arms 
To fnatch me from thy rage, or worfe, thy love. 
Shadows (hall conquer in Palmira's caufe. 

Mab. apart.'] What terrour 's thi* that hangs upon her 
I feel her virtue tho' I know her weaknefs. [accents? 
. Pal. Thou aflc'ft my love, go feek it in the grave 
Of good Alcanor — Talk'it of grateful minds, 
Bid Zaphna plead for thee, and I may hear thee ; 
Till then thou art my fcorn— May'ft thou, like me, K 
Behold thy deareft blood fpilt at thy feet, 
Mecca, Medina, all our Afian world, 
Join, join to drive th' Impoftor from the earth, 
Blum at his chains, and (hake them off in vengeance ! 

Mab. apart.'] Be dill, my foul, nor let a woman's rage 
Ruffle thy wonted calm — Spite of thy hate 
Thou 'rt lovely (till, and charming ev'n in madnefs. 

\_AJbout andnoifc ofjigbtinf. 
My fair, retire, nor let thy gentle foul 
Shake with alarms ; thou'rt my peculiar care :• 
I go to quell this trait'rous infurre&ion, 
And will attend thee ftraight. 

Pal. No, tyrant, no ; 
I'll join my brother, help to head our friends, 
And urge them on. I \jAjb*uU 

Roll, roll your thunders heav'ns, and aid the ftorm, 
Now hsrl your lightning on the guilty head, 
And plead the caufe of injur'd innocence. [EmU Palnara* 
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Enter All 

Mah. Whence, All, that furprife? 

AH. My royal chief, 
The foe prevails — Thy troops, led on by Mirvan, 
Are all cut off, and valiant Mirvan's felf, 
By Zaphna flain, lies welt'ring in his blood : 
The guard that to our arms fhould ope the gates, 
Struck with the common phrenzy, vow thy ruin, 
And death and vengeance is the gen'ral cry. 

Mah. Can AH fear? then, Mahomet, be thyfelf. 

Alt. See, thy few friends, whom wild defpair hath arafd, 
{But arm'd in vain) are come to die befide thee. 

Mah. Ye heartlefs traitors! Mahomet alone 
Shall be his own defender, and your guard 
Againft the crowds of Mecca — Follow me. 
Enter Zaphna, Palmir a, im/Pharon, with citizetu,<mi 

the body of Alcanor on a bier. 
Ha! 

Zaph. See, my friends, where the Impoftor ftands 
.With head erect, as if he knew not guilt, 
As if no tongue fpake from Alcanor's wound, 
Nor call'd for vengeance on him. 

Mah. Impious man! 
Is't not enough to 'ave fptlt thy parent-blood, 
But with atrocious and blafpheming lips 
Dar'ft thou arraign the fubftitute of Heav'n ? 

Zaph. The fubftitute of Heav'n ! fo is the fword, 
The peflilence, the. famine ; fuch art thou : 
Such are the bleffings Heav'n has fent to man 
By thee its delegate ; nay more, to me. 
Oh, he took pains, Palmira, upon us, 
Deluded us into fuch moriftrous crimes 
As Nature iicken'd at conception of! 
Jiow couldft thou damn us thus? 

Mah. Babbler, avaunt ! 

Zaph. Well thou upbraidft me, for to parley with thee 
Half brands me coward. Oh, revenge me, friends ! 
Revenge Alcanor's maffacre ; revenge 
JPahnira's wrongs, and crufh the rancorous monfter. 
' Mah. Hear me, ye flaves, born to obey my will. 

Pal. Ah, hear him not ! fraud dwells upon his tongue. 
. Zaph. Have at thee fiend— Ha ! Heav'n, 

[Zaphna advancing reels, and reclines on bis/word* 
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What cloud is this ' 

That thwarts upon my fight? my head grows dizzy, 

My joints unloofe : fure 'tis the ftroke of Fate, 

Mah.afidcJ] The poifon works!-— then triumph, Maho- 

ZapL Off, off, bafe lethargy. [met ! 

PaL. Brother, difmay'd ! 
Jiaft thou no pow'r but in a guilty caufe, 
\ And only iinength to be a parricide I 
\ Zaph. Spare that reproach — Come on — It will not be, 
i . [Hangs down hts/word f and reclines on Pharon. 

j Some cruel pow'r unnerve* my willing arm, 
I BlafU my refolves,. and weighs me down to earth* 
» Mah. Such be the fate of all who brave our law. 
.Nature and Death have heard my voice, and now 
j Let Heav'n be j udge 'twixt Zaph na and myfelfy 
;And inftant .blaff the guilty of the two. 

PaL Brother ! oh,: Zaphna ! 

Zaph, Zaphna now no more.* 
'[Sinking. down by Alcanor's body , and leaning on the lier t 

Pharon kneeling down with him and Supporting him. 
^Dowri, down, good Pharon—- Thou poor injur'd corfc, 
May I embrace thee i Wont thy pallid wounS- 
Purple anew at the unnatural touch, 
And ooze frefh calls for vengeance*?. 
■ PaL Oh, my brother ! 

Zaph. In vain 's the guiltlef* meaning of my heart: 
High Heav'n detefts th* involuntary crime, 
And dooms for parricide — Then tremble tyrant ; 
.Hthe Supreme can ptmifh errour thus, 
What new-invented tortures mufl await 
Thy foul,.grown leprous with fuch foul offences ? 

But foft — now fate and nature art at ftrife 

Sifter, farewell! with tranfport mould I quit 
This toilfome, perilous, delufive ftage, 
But that I leave thee on 't 5 leave thee, Palmira^ 
• Expos'd to what is worfe than fear can image, 
That tyrant's mercy: but I know thee brave ; 
Know that thou 'It ail a part— Look on her Htav'n, 
Guide her, and — oh! [Dies* 

PaL Think not, ye men of Mecca, 
This death infli&edby the hand of Heav'n : 
^Tis he — that viper-— 

E 



Mah. Know, ye faithlefs wretches! 7 
'Tis mine to deal the bolts of angry HeaVn : 
Behold them there, and let the wretch who doubts 
Tremble at Zaphna' s fete, and know that Mahomet 
Can read his thoughts* and doom him with a look. 
Go, then, and thank your pontiff and your prince 
For each day's fun he grants you to behold* 
Hence to your temples and appeafe my rage 

[The people go 

Pal. Ah, ftay ! my brother** murderM by this tyraaU 
By poifon not by piety he kills. 

Mah. 'Tis done T hus ever be our law receiv'di 

[Apart* 
Now fair Palmira- 
Pa/. Monger ! is- it thus 
Thou mak'ft thyfelf a god, by added crimes,. 
And murders juftify d by facrilege ? 

Mah. Think r exqui(ite Palmira! for thy fake— 

PaL Thou'ft been the murderer of all my race- 
See where Alcanor, fee where Zaphna, lies : 
Do they not call for me too at thy hands i 

Oh that they did ! But I can read thy thoughts ; 

Palmira's favM for iomething worfc than death; 
This to prevent— —Zaphna, I follow thee. 

[Stabs her/elf with Zaphna' sfwr I 

Mah. What haft thou done! 

Pal. A deed of glory tyrant f 
Thou'ft left no objeet worth Palmira's: eye y 
And when I (hut out light I (hut out thee [D'ttu 

Mah. Farewell dear vi&im of my boundlefs paffion; 
The price of treachery, the rewand of murder, 
•Sink with thee to the earth— Ob, jufljee, juftice L 
In vain are glory, worfhip, and dominion. 
All conq'ror as I am I am a Have, 
And by the world ador'd dwell with' the damn'd* 
My crimes have planted fcorpiona in my breaft— — 
Here, here, I feel them. 'Tis in vain to brave 
The hojft of terrours that invade my foul : 
I might deceive the world, myfelf I cannot. 
, Al'u Be calm a while my Lord j think what you are. 

Mah. Ha ! what am I \ [Turning to the bod* 

Ye breathlefs family, ~ -, 



J&FL MAHOMET, jT* 

Let your loud crying wounds lay what I am. 

Oh ! fnatch me from that fight ; quick, quick tranfport me 

To nature's lonelieft manfion, where the fun 

Ne'er enter'd, wheit the found of human tread 

Was never heard But wherefore ? ft ill I there , 

There ftill, fhall find myfelf— Ay, that's the hell 

I'll none "on *t » [Drawing hisfwori- 

Ali. Heav'ns! help, hold him ! \Ab % life, difarm him.. 

Mab. Paltry daftards ! 
You fled the foe but can difarm your matter. 
Angel of Death, whofe pow'r Pave long proclaim'd, 
Now aid me if thou can ft ; now if thou canft 
Draw the kind curtain of eternal night 
And (hroud me from the horrours that befet me. 

[Exeunt Mahomet, tzfc*. 

Pha. Oh ! what a curfe is life when felfcon vi&ion, 
Flings our offences hourly in our face, 
i And turns exiftence torturer to itfelf ! 
I Here let the mad enthufiaft turn his eyes, 
| And fee from bigotry what horrours rife, 
I Here in the blackeft colours let him read "J: 

| That zeal, by craft mifled, may a£ a deed _ V 

: By which both innocence and virtue bleed. [Exeunt, j 



EPILOGUE. - 

ORIGINALLY SPOKEN BY MR. GAR&ICK- 

J-j ONG has the Jhameful licence of the age 

With fenfelefs ribaldry difgrac'd theflage ; 

So much indecencies have been in vogue ,. 

They pleaded cujlotn in an Epilogue, 

As if the force ofreafon was a yoke 

So heavy — they muft eafe it with a joke;- 

D if arm the moral of its virtuous J way , 

•Or elfe the audience go difpleas*d away. 

How have I blujh'd to fee a tragic h queen 

With illtim'd mirth difgrace the wellwroie fcene^ 

Fromallthefadfolemnityofwo 

Trip nimbly forth — to ridicule a beau. 

Then, as the loofefl airsjhe had been gleaning, . 

Coquette the fan, ^ud leer a double meaning I 

Shame on thofe arts that proflitute the bays ! ' 

Shame on the bard who this way hopes for praife I 

The bold but honeft Author of to-night 

Difdains to pleafe you if he pleafe not right ; 

Jf in his wcllmeant fcene you chance to find '•. 

Aught to enable or enlarge the mind, 

If he has found the means with honeft art *1 

To fix the nobleft wi/hes in the heart, I 

Infofter accents to inform the fair j 

How bright they look when virtue drops the tear? ; 

Enjoy with friendly welcome the repqft, 

And keep the heartfelt rekjh to the IaJ. 

From the APOLLO PRESS, 
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CHJRACTER1STICKS. 

Thro* the whole eourfe of all my harmlefs youth— Ev'n to this hoar, I cannot call (6 

Mod— One wicked alt which 1 bare done to (name me. There with me retire— Devoted to 

Ike Pow'r whom we adore— I fwear to leave the empire— To thee my After I bequeath the 

rorld. THEODOSIU3. 

I hate to walk a lazy life away— Let as run the race which Fate baa fet before us— And 

aft to the dnrk gaol— »T1» faid that from my youth I have been ram— Choleric k, and not— 

krhat my thought ha* doom'd my hand (hall feal— 1 will fall— At fair, a* reariefs, and aj 

refolv'd— At any Greek or Roman of them all. Dauntlefs 1 come. VARANES. 

am not of their principle that take—** wrong} fo far from bearing with a foe— I would 

trike firft, like old Rome: I would forth— Elbow the neighbouring nation* round about— 

irade, enlarge my empire to the boonda— Of the too narrow unlverfc— I defpife your ho" 

f lanovationa— I *m for the Roman god?, fcr funeral piles— For mounting Eagles, and the 

sacy'dgreatnefa— Of our forefathers— Methink* my heated fpirit— Could utter (hings worth 

lag of my head— It matters not ; for he who lies, like me*— On the hard ground is Cure 

fall no further— If I think i (ball go mad— 1 feel this hig-fwoln throbbing Roman fpirit 

-Will burft tmlefs I utter what 1 ought— What, i* life without my honour— Heap on me, 

let-en, the hate of all mankind— Load me with malice* envy ,dctcttation— Let me be Lor- 

lltoallnpprchcnfion— And the world (hun mc,fo I Teapc bntfeorn— Oh, tenrper, temper me, 

*e gracious Goda— Givefo my hand forbearance, to my beartr— 'Its confinm loyalty. MAR. 

Say but the word, I'll fill the Hippodrome— With fquadrons that (hall make the Empcrour 

■We 'li fire the court about his ears— Few words ami Pare friends •, but, noble 

■If thoo art not more than general— Ere dead of night fay Lucius is a coward—* 

ly, I avow if your fpirit dare— You frail be great as defer. LDC IUS. 

Speak at large— Make bare the wound, and I will pour in balm. ATUCUS. 

Mo, Athenais, let me fee thee dead— Borne a pale % corpfe, and gently laid in earth— So I 

ty by fhe 'a chart e and dyM a virgin — Rather than view thee with tbefe 'wounded eyes— 

ited apon the throne of Ifdigcrdes— The bl alt of common tongues, the nobles' fcorn— 

ty father's curfe* that is, the prince's whore— Hold, my heart ! and let that folid virtue 

•Which I to long ador'dftiU keep thC:reioai ' LEONTINE. 

\ What you command is terrible bat facredv-ArrtLfc) atone for this too cruel duty — 1 'U 

■allow you. * -^ ARANTHES. 

* If e'er I marry— Mercian is -my buibandl-tnfpire ma, woman ! — That what my foul dc- 

above the world— May feem" imposed and forc*d on my arfet^ions. PULCftE K IA. 

Horrid fuppoBtion!—- Wo Athenais! when. the day beholds thee— So fcandaloufly rais'd, 

' le caft thee down — The feorn of honour and the people's prey — No, I-eontinc, not to 

•Thy aged head from thedefcendingaxe — Not tbo' I faw thy trembling body rack'd 

•Thy wrinkles all about thee fill'd with blood — w<Aild T for empire to the man I love— 

lade the object of unlawful pleafure— My nice foul abhors the very found — Athenais*— 

fomething In her pcrfon and her virtue— Worth the regard of emperours themfelvea. 

! I fwear— Had he prov'd true I would as eaflly— Have empty'd all my blood and dy'd 

fare him— As now I fhed thefe drops, or vent thefe fighs. -To mew how well how per- 

llov'd him— 1 rage, 1 burn, I bleed, I die, for love- -I am di ft rafted with this world 

•n — DearVaranesl — Oh! I could crulh him to my heart— Wbifper him, oh fbme 

;\ what I *m doing— Oh ! my Varanea ! tho» my birth *a unequal- My virtue fure haa 

lecompens'd— And quite outgone example— Fee, my Varanea ! till my death cornea . 

" fad Eudofia thy dear lofs bemoan—Here ! oh here ! on his cold bloody breaft— 

me breathe my laft— Thus by death I give thee all my love— And feal my foul and 

ly ever thine. ' ATHENAIS. 
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TO HER GRACE THE 

DUCHESS OF RICHMOND. 



MADAM, 

THE reputation that this Play received on the ftage, fome few 
errours excepted, was more than I could well hope from fo 
| cenibrious an age, from whom I afk but fo much necelTary praife as 
i will ferve once or twice a-year at mod to gain their good company, 
| and juft keep me ali?e. 

There is not now that mankind that wu then, 

When aa the fun and man did feero to ftrive 
' (Joint tenant* of the woald) who mould funriv«| 

When if a flow-pae'd ftar had ftol'n away , 

Prom the obferver'a marking he might ftay 
! Two or three hundred yean to fee 't again, 

And then make up hit observation plaia. Dr. Donne. 

\ For it is impoflible, in our limited time, (and I bring his opinion to 
-back my own who is without companion the bed writer of the age) 
f to prelent our judges a poem half fo perfect as we could make it. I 
1 muft acknowledge, Madam, with all humility, I ought to have taken 
.ttore time and more pains in this Tragedy, because it is dedicated 
j to your Grace, who being the beft judge, (and therefore can when 
s you pieafe make us tremble) yet with exceeding mercy have par- 
I tfoned the defects of Theodofius, and given it your entire approba* 
i tion. My genhis, Madam, was your favourite when the poet was 
I unknown, and openly received your fmiles before I had the honour 
I to pay your Grace the moft fubmiffive gratitude for fo illuftrious and 
advantageous a protection. To let the world too" know that you do 
not think it beneath you to be Sfficicufiy good, even from the ex- 
tremeit heights to diicern the lowtft creatures, and give them ail the 
Inobleft influence you can, you brought her Royal Highnefs juft at 
the exigent time, whofe iingL prefence on the Poet's day is a fub- 
fiilence for him all the year after. Ah Madam ! if ail the fhort-iived 
happinefs that m Arabic poets can enjoy conilfts in' commendation 
only, nay, if the moft part are content with popular breath, and 
*tven for that are thankful, how fhall I exprefs myfelf to your Grace, 
who by a^ particular goodnefs and innate fweetnefs, merely for the 
iake of doing well, have thus raifed me above myfelf? To have your 
Grace's favour is, in a word, to have the applaule of the whole court, 
who are its nobleft ornament; magnificent and eternal praife. Some- 
thing there is in your mien fo much above that we vulgarly call 
Charming, that to me it feems adorable, and your prefence almoft 
divine, whofe dazzling and majeftick form is a proper manfion for 
the moft elevated foul. And let me tell the world, nay, fighing fpeak 
it to a barbarous age, (I cannot help calling it fo when I think of 
Rome or Greece) your extraordinary love for heroick poetry is not 
the leaft argument to (hew the greatnefs of your mind and fulnefs 
of perfection. To hear you fpeak with that infinite fweetnefs and 
cheerfulnefs of ipirit that is natural to your Grace is, methinks, to 
hear our x tutelar angejs; it is to bemoan the prefent malicious times, 
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and remember the Golden Age; but to* behold you too is to make 
prophets quite forget their heaven, and bind the poets with eternal 



rapture. 



Her pare and eloquent blood 
Spoke in her check*, and fo diainclly wrought 
That one might.almoft lay her body thought. 
You, for whufe "body God made better clay, 
Or took fuula' ftaff, fuch aa flxall late decay, 
•r fuch aa need fmall change at the laft day. 
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Ziphares and Seraandra were firft your Grace's favourites; .anil 
though I ought not, Madam, to pnuTe your wit by your judgment 
of my painting, yet I muft fay fuch characters every dauber cannot 
draw. It has been obferved again ft me that I abound in ungoverned 
^ancy ; hut I hope the world will pardon the fallies of youth : age, | 
defpondtnee, and dulneft, come too faft of themfelves. I difcom- 
mend no man for keeping the beaten road ; but I am fare the noble j 
hunters that follow the game muft leap hedges and ditches fome-j 
times, and run at all, or never come into the fall of the quarry. My : 
comfort is, 1 cannot be fo ridiculous a creature to any man as I am to j 
myfelf; for who mould know the houfe fo well as the good mairat j 
home, who when his neighbours come to fee him (till fets thebeft 
rooms to view, and if he be not a wild afs keeps the rubbi(h and Inm- j 
ber in fome dark hole whither nobody comes but himfelf to mortify ! 
at nv-lancholy hours ? But how then, Madam, in this unsuitable con- j 
d it ion, how (hall I anfwer the infinite honours and obligations your j 
Grace has laid upon me, your Grace, who is the moft beautiful idea ] 
of love and glory, who to that divine compofition have the nobleft and; 
btit natured wit in the world? All I can promife, Madam* and am 
able to perform is, that your Grace (hall never fee a play of mine that 
ihall give offence to modefty and virtue; and what I humbly offer to 
the world (hall be of ufe at leaft, and I hope deferve imitation; which 
> is or ought to be, I am fure, the defign of all tragedies and comedies 
both ancient and modern. I lhould prefume to promife myfelf tot 
fbme fuccefs in things of this nature if your Grace (in whom the 
charms of beauty, wit, and goodnefs, feem reconciled) at a leiiure 
hour would condescend to correct with your excejlent judgment the 
crrours of, 

Madam, 

your Grace's moft humble, 
moft obedient, 

and devoted fervant, 

HAT. LEB. 

! 



PROLOGtJE. 

rr IT long opprefs'd, and fill' d at lafi with rage, 

Thus in afullen mood rebukes the age : 

What loads of fame do modern heroes bear * 

For an inglorious, long f and lazy war, 

Who for fomefkirmifh or afafe retreat 

(Not to be dragg'dto battle) are call* d gre/xt! 

But oh ! 'what do ambitious flatefmen gain 

Who into private chefis all nations drain ? * 

Whatfums of gold they hoard is daily known 

To all mens* cofi, andfometimes to their own* 

Tour lawyer too, that like an Yes bawls. 

That drowns the market higglers in the flails, 

Thatfeem begot, conceived, and born* in brawls , 

Tet thrives : he and his crowd get what theypleafef 

Swarming all term-time thro* the Strand like bees % 

They buzz at Weftminfter and lie for fees* 

The godly too their ways of getting have, 

But nonefo much as your fanatic k knave} 

Wifely the wealthiefi livings they refufe 

Who by the fatteflbifhopricks would lofe, 

Who withjhort hair, large ears, and fmaU blue band, 

True rogues I their own not God's eleSt command* 

Let pigs then be profane, but broths allow' d; 

Poffets and Chriftian caudles may be good 

Meet helps to reinforce a brother's brood; 

Therefore each female faint he doth advifc 

With groans ■, and hum*, and has, and goggling eyes 9 

To rub him down and make thefpirit rife, 

While with his zeal transported from the ground 

He mounts, and fanSifies thejiflers round. 

On poets only no kindfiar c'erfmil'd; 

Curft Fate has damrid *em ev y ry mother's child? 

Therefore he warns his brothers of the fi age 

To write no more for an ungrateful age. 

Think 'what penurious mafiers you haveferv'a*; 

Taffo ran njad 9 and noble Spenfer fl*n ) d ': 

A iij 
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Ttfm /A«r, whoe'er thou art, thou canjt write wefll 
Thy ink to gall, and in lampoons excel ; 
For/wear all honefiy, traduce the great. 
Grow impudent, and rail againft thejlate; 
Bur/ling withfplcen abroad thy pafquils fend, 
Andchufefomt libel J^reader for thy friend: 
The wit and want ofTimonpoint thy mind, 
And for thy fatire fubjeB chvfe mankind* 
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THEODOSIUSt. 



ACT. 1 

Scene, a Jlately temple, which- reprefents the Chriflian reli- 
gion as in itsflrfl magnificence, being but lately ejiablifhed 
at Rome ana Conflantinople ; the Jide-fccncsjhcw the horrid 
tortures with which the Roman tyrants perfecuted the churchy 
and the flat fane, which is the limit of theprojpecl, difcoverj 
an altar richly adorned ; before it Con st ant ine, fuppofed, 
kneels, with commanders about him, ga%ing at a bloody crofs in 
the air, which being encompajfed with many angels offers itfelf 
to view with thefe words diflinftly written, In hoc figno 
▼inces. Inflruments are heard, and many attendants ; the. 
minijlers at divinejervice walk bufily up and down till At- 
t l c u s , the chief of all the priefts, andfucceffor of St. Chry* 
Joftom, in rich robes comes forward with the philofopher 
Leon tine, the waiters in ranks bowing all the way before 
him. 

A Chorus beard at a difancc, 

PrIEPARE, prepare ! the rites begin, 
Let none unhallow'd enter in ; 
The temple with new glories Ihines, 
Adorn the altars, waih the formes*. 
And purge the place from fin. 

Attic. Oh Leontine ! was ever morn like thiff 
Since the celeftial incarnation dawned ? 
I think no day fince that fuch glory gave 
To Chriflian altars as this morning brings. 

Leon. Great fucceflbr of holy Chryfoftom> 

fThe lines diftinguifhed by inverted commas are omitted in the 
reprefeatation* 



t THEODOSIUS. A3 1. 

•• Who now triumphs above a faint of honour, 
• c Next in degree to thofe bright fons of Heav'n 
•' Who never fell nor ftain'd their orient beams," 
What (hall I anfwer, how (hall I approach you* 
Since my converfion, which your breath infpir'd ? 

Jtttc. To fee this day the Emp'rour of the Eaft 
Leaves all the pleafures that the earth can yield, 
•• That Nature can beftow or art invent. 
•* In his life's fpring and bloom of gawdy years, 
•' Confin'd to narrow rooms and gloomy walks, 
** Fafting andexercifes of devotion, 
•• Which from his bed at midnight muft awake him" 
To undergo the penance of a cloifter, 
Methinks, oh Leontine ! 'tis fomething more 
Than yetphilofophy could ever reach. 

Leon, True Atticus ; you have amaz'd my reafon. 

Attic. Yet more : to our religion's lading honour 
Mariana and Flavilla, two young virgins 
Imperial born, cad in the faireft mould 
That e'er the hands of Beauty fornVd for woman* 
u The mirrors of our court, where Chaftity 
•' And Innocence might copy fpotlefs hiftre," 
To-day with Theodofius leave the world. 

Leon. Methinks at fuch a glorious refignation 
TV angelick orders mould at once defcend 
" In all the paint and drapery of heav'n, 
** With charming voices and with hilling firings? 
To give full grace to fuch triumphant zeal. 

Attic. No, Leontine ; I fear there. is a fault* 
for when I laft confefs'd the Emperour 
*' Whether difguft and melancholy blood 
4t From reftlefs paffions urg'd not this divorce?" 
He only anfwer'd me with fighs and blufhes. 
'TisTure his foul is of the tend' reft make, 
Therefore I '11 tax him ftri&ly : but, my friem^ 
Why mould I give his character to you, 
Who when his father fent him into Perfia 
Were by that mighty monarch then appointed 
To breed him with his fon, the Prince Varanes ? 

Leon. And what will raife your admiration is, 
That two fuch diff 'rent tempers mould agree. 
You know that Theodofius is compos'd 
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Of all the foftnefs that fhould make a woman,: 
Judgment almoft like fear foreruns his actions, 
And he will poife an injury fo long 
As if he had rather pardon than revenge it ; 
But the young Perfian Prince, quite oppofite, 
So fiery fierce that thofe who view him nearly 
May fee his haughty foul ftill mounting in his face j. 
Yet did I ftudy thefe fo difPrent tempers. 
Till I at lafi: had form'd a perfect union r 
tc As if two foula did but inform one body ;" 
A friendship that may challenge all the worlds 
And at the proof be matchlefs. 

Attic. I long to read 
This-gaMant prince, who as you have informed me 
Comes, from his father's court to fee our Emperour. 

Leon. So he intended till he came to Athens, 
And at my homely board beheld my danghter,. 
Where as Fate order'd it, (he, who never faw 
The glories of a court, " bred up to books 
" In clofets like a Sybil; (he, I fay, 
" (Long fince from Pcrfia brought by me to Athens" ) 
Unfkill'd in charms hut thofe which Nature gave her, 
Wounded this fcornful prince : in (hort, he forc'd mc 
To wait him thither, with deep proteftations 
That moment that bereft him of the fight 
Of Athenais gave him certain death. . 
But fee, my daughter honour'd with his prefence. 

[ They retire* 
.Enter Varanes and Athenais. 

Var. 'Tis ftrange, oh Athenais ! wondrous all, 
Wondrous the (hrines, and wonderful the altars. 
The martyrs, 'tho' but drawn in painted flames, 
Amaze me with the image of their fufPrings ; 
Saints canoniz'd that dar'd with Roman tyrants* 
Hermits that liv'd in caves and fed with. angels* 
By Orofmades it is wondrous all ! 
That bloody crofs in yonder azure fky, 
Above the head of kneeling Conftantine, 
Infcrib'd about with golden characters 
Thoujbalt o'ercome in this ; if it be true, 
I fay again by Heav'n 'tis wondrous ftrange. 

Athen % Oh Prince ! if thus imagination ftirs you* 
A fancy rais'd from figures in dead walls, - 
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How would the facred breath of Atticus 
Infpire your breaffc, purge all your drofs away, 
And drive this Athenais from your foul, 
** To make a virgin room whom yet the mould 
M Of your rude fancy cannot comprehend \- 9 

Var. What fays my fair ! drive Athenais from me ! 
*' Start me not into frenzy, left I rail 
" At all religion and fall but with Heav'n." 
And what is me, alas ! that would fupplant thee ? 
Were (he the miftrefs of the world, as fair 
A* winter ftars or fummer fetting funs, i 

And thou fet by in nature's plaineft drefs, ' 

With that chafte modeft look when firft I faw thee 
The heirefs of a poor philofopher, [Recorders ready t$ 
I fwear by all 1 wifh, by all I love, fiour'tfh. \ 

Glory and thee, I would not lofe a thought j 

Nor caft an eye that way, but rufh to thee % 
To thefe lov'd arms, and lofe myfelf for ever* | 

Athen. Forbear my Lord. 

Var. Oh, cruel Athenais ! 
Why doft thou put me off who pine to death, I 

And thruft me from thee when I would approach thee ? 
Can there be aught io,this ? Curfe then thy birthright, 
Thy glorious titles and ill-fufted greatnefs, 
Since Athenais fcorns thee : take again J 

Your ill-tim'd honours; take 'em, take 'em, gods, 
And change me to fomc humble villager, 
If fo at laft for toils at fcorching noon 
In mowing meadows or in reaping fields 
At night me will but crown me with a fmile, i 

Or reach the bounty of her hand to blefs me. ! 

Athen. Whenprincesfpeak their fubje&s mould be fileutj 
Yefwith humility I would demand 
Wherein appears my fcorn or my averfion ? 
Have I not for your fake abandon v d home, 
Where I had vow*d to fpend my calmer days ? 
But you perhaps imagine it but little i 

For a poor maid to follow you abroad, j 

Efpecially the daughter of old Leontine ; 
Yet I muft tell you Prince j 

Var. I cannot bear 
Thofe frowns : I have offended ; but forgive me 5 ' 

For who, oh Athenais ! that is tofs'd 
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With fuch tempeftuou8 tides of love as I 
Can fleer a fteady courfe? Retire my fair. 

[Recorders jkurl/h* 
Hark ! the folemnities are now beginning, 
And Theodofius comes. Hide, hide thy charms; 
If to his clouded eyes fuch day mould break 
The royal youth, who dotes to death for love, 
I fear would forfeit all his vows to Heav'n, 
And fix upon the world, thy world of beauty. [Exeunt. 
Enter Theodosius leading Mariana and Tla\ ill A, (all 

three dreffed in white) followed by Pulcheria. 

Theo. Farewell Pulcheria, and I pray no more, 
For all thy kind complaints are loft upon me. 
Have I not fworn the world and I mull part ? 
Fate has proclaimed it ; therefore weep no more : 
" Wound not the tend'reft part of Theodofius, 
" My yielding foul, that would expire in calms:' 4 
Wound me not with thy tears and I will tell thee, 
Yet ere I take my lafTfarewell for ever, . 
The caufe of all my fufPrings. Oh my filler ! 
A bleeding heart, the flings of pointed love, 
What conftitution foft as mine can bear? 

Pule b. My Lord, my Emperour, my dearefl brother ! 
Why all this- while did you conceal it from me ? 

Tbeo. Becaufe I was afham'd to own my weakness; 
" I knew thy fharper wit and ftricHer wifdom 
" Would dart reproofs which I could not endure." 
Draw near, oh Atticus! and, mark me well, 
For never yet jlid my complaining fpirit 
Unlade this weighty fecret on him, 
Nor groan a fyllable of her oppreflion. % 

Attic. Concealment was a fault; but fpeak at large, 
Make bare the wound, and I will pour in balm. 

Theo. 'Tis folly all and fondneis — Oh remembrance ! 
Why dofl thou open thus my wound again, 
And from my heart call down thofe warmer drops 
That make me die with fhame ? Hear then, Pulcheria* 
Some few preceding days before I left 
The Perfian court, hunting one morning early 
I loft myfelf and all the company. 
Still wand'ring on as Fortune would dire& nie 
I pad a rivulet, and lighted in 
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The fweeteft folitude I ever faw, 
When flraight, as if enchantment had been there, 
Two charming voices drew me till I came 
Where divers arbours overlook'd the river. 
. Upon the ofier bank two women fat. 
Who when their fong was ended talk'd to one 
Who bathing flood far in the cryflal ftream ; 
But oh ! what thought can paint that fair perfe&ioH, 
Or give a glimpfe of fuch a naked glory ! 
Not feaborn Venus in the courts beneath. 
When the green nymphs firft kifs'd her coral lips, 
All polinVd fair and wafh'd with orient beauty, 
Could in my dazzling fancy match her .brightnefs* 

Attic. Think where you arc 

Theo. Oh Sir I you muft forgive me.: 
The chafte eathufiaftick form appears 
As when I fa w her; yet I fwear Pulcheria, 
Had cold Diana been a looker on 
She muft have prais'd the virtues of the virgin. 
" The Satyrs could not grin," for fee was veil'd; 
From her naked bofem 

Down to her knees the nymph was wrapp'd in lawn: 
But oh ! for me, for me, that was too much ! 
'* Her legs, her arms, her hands, her neck, her breafU, 
" So nicely fhap'd, fo matchiefs in their luflre ;" ; 

Such allperfection, that I took whole-draughts 
Of killing love, and ever fmce have languiuVd 
With ling'ring forfeits of her fatal brauty ; 
" Alas ! too fatal fure ! " — Oh Atticus ! f 
Forgive me, for my ftory now is done. 
The nymph was drefs'd, and with her two companions, . 
Havingrdefcry'd me, fhriek'd and fled away, 
Leaving me motionlefs, till Leontine, 
Th' inftru&er of my youth, by chance came in, 
And wak'd me from the wonder that entrane'd me. 

Attic, Behold, my Lord, the man whom you have nam'd 
The harbinger of Prince Varaneshere. 
Enter Leontine. 

Theo. Oh Leontine, ten thoufand welcomes, meet tbec! 
Thou fofterfather df my tender youth, 
" Who rear'd the plant and prun'd it with fuch'Care t 
" How fhall 1 look upon thee, who am fall'n 

- - i 
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41 From all -the principles of manlier reafon, 

" By thee infus'd to more than woman's weaknefs !" 

Now by the majefty divine that awes 

Thia facred place I fwear you muft not kneel ! 

And tell me, for I have a thoufand things 

To afk thee, where, where is my godlike friend ? 

Is he arrived, and ftiall I fee his face 

Before I 'm cloifter'd from the world for ever ? 

Leon. He comes, my Lord, with all th' expecting joys 
Of a young promis'd lover: from his eyes 
Big hopes look forth, and boiling Fancy forms 
Nothing but Theodofius (till before him : 
His thought, his ev'ry word, is Theodofius. 

The*. Yet Leon tine, yet anfwerme once more; 
With tremblings I demand thee. 
•Say— Jiaft thou feen, oh ! hat that heav'nly form 
Appear'd to thee again ? — Behold he 's dumb : 
Proceed then to the folemn laft farewell; 
Never was man fo willing and prepar'd. 

Enter Varan es, Aranthes, and Attendanis. 

Var. Where is my friend \ oh, where is my belov'd, 
My Theodofius ! point him out ye gods J 
That I may prefs him dead betwixt my arms, 
Devour. him thus with over^hafty joys 
That languiftVat his breaft quite out of breath, 
And cannot utter more. 

Theo. Thou mightkft pleafure, 
And greateft bkffing that kind Heav'n could fend 
To glad my parting foul, a thoufand welcomes ! 
Oh! when I look on thee new ftarts of glory 
Spring in my breaft, and with a backward bound 
I run the -race of lufty youth again. 

Var. By Heav'n it joys me too when I remember 
Our thoufand paftimes, when we borrow'd names* 
Alcides I, and thou my deareft Thefeus, 
When thro* the woods we chas'd the foaming boar 
With hounds that open'd like ThefiaKan bulls, 
Like tigers nVd, and fanded as the more, 
With ears and chefts that dafh'd the morning dew; 
Driv'n with a fpurt, as (hips are toft in ftorms, 
We ran like hinds, and matchlefs was our courfe ! 
Now fweeping o'er the limit of a hill, 

B 
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Now with a full career come thund'ring down 
The precipice and fweat along the vale. 

Theo. Oh glorious time! and when t he gath'ring clouds 
Have call'd us home, fay, did we reft my brother? . 
When on the ftage to the admiring court 
We ftrove to reprefent Alcides' fury 
In all that raging heat and pomp of madnefs 
With which the ftately Seneca adorn'd him, 
So lively drawn, and painted with fuch horrour 
That we were forced to give it o'er, fo loud 
The virgins fhriek'd, fo fall they dy'd away. 

Far. My Theodofius ftill ; 'tis my lov'd brother! 
,And by the gods we '11 fee thofe times again ! 
Why then has Rumour wrong'd thee, that reported 
Chriftian enthufiafm had charm'd thee from us ; 
That drawn by priefts, and work'd by melancholy*. 
Thou hadft laid the golden reins of empire down 
And fworn thyfelf a votary for ever ? i 

Theo. 'Tis almoft true ; and had not you arriv'd 
The folemn bus'nefs had by this been ended. 
This I have made the Emprefsof the Eaft j 

My elder fifter : thefe with me retire, | 

Devoted to the pow'r whom we adore. 

Far. What pow'r is that that merits fuch oblations? 
I thought the Sun more great and glorious 
Than any that e'er mingled with the gods, ; 

Yet ev'n to him my father never offer'd 
More than a hecatomb of bulls and horfes. 
Now by thofe golden beams that glad the world 
I fwear it is too much ; for one of thefe ! 

But half fo bright our god would drive no more} 
He 'd leave the ^arken'd globe, and in fome cave 
Enjoy fuch charms for ever. 

Attic. My Lord, forbear; 
Such language does not fuitwith our devotions: 
Nothing profane muft dare to murmur here, 
Nor ftain the hallow'd beauties of the place. 
Yet thus far we mull: yield ; the Emperour 
Is not enough prepar'd to leave the world. 

Far. Thus low, moil Rev'rend of this facred place, 
I bow for pardon, and am half converted, 
By your permiflion that my Theodoiius 
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Return to my embraces. Oh my brother ! 
Why doft thou droop ? there will be time enough 
For pray'r and failing and religious vows ; 
Let us enjoy, while yet thou art my own, 
All the magnificence of eaftern courts* 

I hate to walk a lazy life away ; 

Let 's run the race which Fate has fet before us, 
And poll to the dark gaol. 

Thto. " Cruel deftiny ! 
" Why am not I thus too? 6Jh my Varanes! 
14 Why are thefe coftly dimes let before me? 
" Why do thefe founds of pleafure ftrike my ears ? 

II Why are thefe joys brought to my fick remembrance, 
" Who havje no appetite, but am to fenfe 

11 From head to foot all a dead palfy o'er? 

- Far. " Fear not my friend ; all (hall be well 

" Again ; for I have thoufand ways and thoufand ftories 

" To raife thee up to pleafure. We'll unlock 

41 Our fafteft fecrets, fhed upon each other 

" Our tcnd'reft cares, and quite unbar thofe doors 

" Which (hall be (hut to all mankind bende." 

Attic. Silence and rev'rence are the temple's dues, 
Therefore while we purfue the facred rites 
Be thefe obferv'd, or quit the awful place. • 
" Imperial fitters, now twin-ltais of heav'n, 
" Anfwer the fuccefTor of Chryfoftom, 
•' Without leaft refervation anfwer me, 
" By thofe harmonious rules I charg'd ye learn. 



ATTICU8/«£/. 



Attic. Can ft thou, Marina, leave the world, 
The world that is devotion's banc, 
Where crowns are toft and fbeptres hurl'd, 
Where Luft and proud Ambition reign? 

%. Priefl. " Can you your coftly robes forbear 
" To live with us in poor attire ? 
" Can you from courts to cells repair 
" To fing at midnight in our choir ? 

Bij 
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3. Pricfi. " Can you forget your golden beds,. 
•• Where you might fleep beyond the morn,. 
" On mats to lay your royal heads 
*' And have your beauteous trefles (horn ? 

Attic* " Can you relblve to faft all day, 
" And weep and groan to be forgiv'n ? 
" Can you in broken (lumbers pray, 
" And by affliction merit* heav'n?" 

Cfor. Say, Votaries, can this be done I 
While we the -grace divine implore 
Th* world is loft, the battle *s won, 
And fin (hall never charm ye more. 

Marina/^/. 

The gate to blMs does open (land, 
And all my penance is in view; 
The world upon the other hand 
Cries out, Oh do not bid adieu! 

c< Yet, facred Sir, in thefe extremes, 
" Where Pomp and Pride their glories tell^ 
" Where Youth and Beauty are the themes* 
" And plead their moving caufc £o well;!' 

If aught that's vain my thoughts pofleis^. 
Or any paflions govern here 
But what divinity may blefs, 
Oh, may I never enter there ! 



Flavilla^*^/. 

" What can pomp or glory do, 
" Or what can human charms perfuade? 
" That mind that has a heav'n in view 
** How can it be by earth betray'd ? 

" No monarch full of youth. and fame, 
11 The joy of eyes and nature's pride, 
" Should once my thoughts from heav'n reclaim,, 
*' Tho' now he woo'd me for his bride." 

Hafte then, oh hafte i and take us in, 
For ever lock religion's door; 
Secure us from the charms of fin, 
And let us- fee the world no more.. 
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ATT\Q\3%ftngs. 

Hark, hark ! behold the heav'nly choir, ' 
They cleave the air in bright attire, 
And fee his late each angel brings, 
And hark ! divinely thus he fings : 
^To the Pow'rs divine all glory be giv'n 
By men upon earth and angels in heav'n. 

\SceneJhuU> and ail the Priefts, with Marina and Flavitta* 
dif appear. ■ ■ ' 

Pulch. For ever gone ! for ever parted from me ! 
Oh Theodofius ! till this cruel moment 
I never knew how tenderly I Ibv'd 'em f 
But on this everlafting feparation 
Methinks my foul has left me, and my time 
Of diflblution points me to the grave. 

Theo. Oh my Varanes! does not now thy temper 
Bate Something of its fire ? doft thou not melt 
In mere compaffion of my lifter's fate, 
And cool thyfelf with one relenting thought ? 

Var. Yes, my dar'd foul rolls inward ; melancholy. 
Which I ne'er felt before, now comes upon me, 
And I begin to loathe all human greatnefs : 
Oh ! figh not then, nor thy hard fate deplore, 
For 'tis refolv'd we will be kings no more: 
We '11 fly all courts, and Ldve (hall be our guide* 
Love, that '8 more worth than all the world befide* 
Princes are barr'd the liberty to roam ; 
The fetter'd mind ftiH languifhes at home j 
In golden bands (he treads the thoughtful round, 
Bus'nefs and cares eternally abound 5 
And when for air the goddefs would unbind 
She 's clogg'd with fceptres and to crowds conhVd. \Exe+ 
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ACT II. 

Scene, the palace* 

Enter Pu ix h ehi a, Julia, a»</ Attendants. 

r — , Pulcheria. 

1 hese packets for the Emperour Honoxius: 
Be fwift, let th* agent hafte to Rome-— 
I hear, my Julia, that our general 
Is from the Goths return 'd with conquefl home. 

Jul, He is ; to-day I faw him in the prefence 
Sharp to the courtiers, as he ever was, 
Becaufe they went not with him to the wars : 
To you he bows, and fues to kifs your hand. 

Pulch. He (hall, my deareft Julia ! Oft' Pave told thee 
The fecret of my foul. If e'er I marry , 
Marcian 's my huiband : he Va man, my Julia, 
Whom I 'ave ftudy'd long, and found him perfect 5, 
Old Rome at ev'ry glance looks thro* his eyes 
And kindles the beholders. Some ftiarp atoms- 
Run thro' his frame which I could wifh were out: 
He fickens at the foftnefs of the Emp'rour, 
And fpeaks too freely of our female court, 
Then fighs* comparing it with what Rome was* 
Enter Marcian and Lucius. 

Pulch. Ha ! who are thefe that dare profane this place 
With more than barb'rous infolence I 

Afar. At your feet 
- Behold I caft the fcourge of thefe offenders,. 
And kneel to kifs your hand. 

Pulch. Put up your fword \ 
And ere I bid you welcome from the war9 
Be furc you clear your honour of this rudenefsy 
Or, Marcian, leave the court. 

Mar. Thus then, Madam : 
The Emperour receiv'd me with afFe&ioir, 
Embrac'd me for my conquefts, and retir*d ? 
When on a fudden all the gilded flies 
That buzz about the court came flutt'ring round me : 
This with afFe&ed cringes and mine'd words 
Begs me to tell my tale of victories; 
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Which done he thanks me, flips behind his fellow, 
Whifpers him in the ear, then (miles and liftens 
While I relate my ftory once again : 
A third comes in and aflcs me the fame favour, 
Whereon they laugh, while I, ftill ignorant r 
Go on ; but one behind, more impudent, 
Strikes on my moulder, then they laugh'd outright; 
But then I, gueffing the abufe too late, 
Return'd my knight behind a box o' the ear, 
Then drew, and briefly told them they were rafcals: 
They, laughing ftill, cry'd out the gen'ral's mufty j 
Whereon I drove 'em, Madam, as you faw. 
This is, .iff fhort, the truth ; I leave the judgment 
To your own juftice : if I have done Ml 
Sentence me, and I' 11 leave the court for ever. 

Pulch. Firft,you are welcome, Marcian, from the wars. 
And ftill whene'er occafion calls for arms 
Heav'n fend the Emperour a general 
Renown 'd as Marcian ! As to what is paft, 
I think the world will rather praife than cenfurc 
Pufcheria when (he pardons you the adion. 

Mar. Gods, gods ! and thou great founder of old Rome ! 
What is become of all that mighty fpirit 
That rais'd our empire to a pitch fo high? 
$i Where is it pent? What but almighty pow'r 
" Could thufr confine it, that but fome few atoms 
•* Now run thro' all the Eaft and -Occident?" 

Pulch. Speak calmly Marcian— 

Mar. Who can be temperate 
That thinks as I do Madam 1 Why ? here 's a fellow, 
I 'ave feen him fight againft a troop of Vandals 
In your defence, as if he lov'd to bleed* 
" Come to my arms my dear ! thou canft not talk, 
" But haft a foul above the proudeft of 'em. 
" Oh Madam ! when he has been all over blood, 
" Andhack'd with wounds that feem'd to mouth hispraifes, 
"I 'ave feen him fmile ftill as he punVd Death from him, 
" And with his actions rally diftant Fate. 

Pulch. •* He has a noble form.*' 

Mar. Yet ev'n this man, 
That fought fo bravely in his country's caufe, 
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This excellent man, this morning, in the prefence, 

Did I fee wrong'd before the Emperour, 

Scorn'd and deipis'd, becaufe he could not cringe, 

Nor plant his feet as fome of them could do. 

" One faid his clothes were not well made, and damn'd 

" His tailor another faid he look'd 

" As if he had not loft his maidenhead." 
If things are fuffer'd to be thus down all 
Authority, preeminence, degree and virtue; 
Let Rome be nerer mention'd ; no, i* th' name 
Of all the gods be (he forgotten ever 1 
Effeminate Perfians and the Lydian foftnefs 
Make all your fights : Marcian mail out no more, 
For by my arms it makes a woman of me, 
And my fwol'n eyes run o'er, to think this worth, 
This fuller honour than the whole court holds, 
Should be ridiculous to knaves and fools, 
" Should ftarve for want of what is neceflary 
" To life 's convenience when luxurious bawds 
" Are fo o'crgrown with fat and cramra'd with riot 
" That they can hardly walk without an engine." 

Pulch. Why did not you inform the Emperour i 

Mar. Becaufe he will not hear me. Alas ! good man, 
He flies from this bad world; and ftill when wars 
And dangers come he runs to his devptipns, 
To your new thing, I know not what you call it, 
Which Conftantine began. 

Pulch. How, Marcian J are not you 
Of that religion which the Emp'rour owns? 

Mar. No Madam. If you'll fee my honeft thought 
I am not of their principle that take 
A wrong ; fo far from bearing with a foe 
I would ftrike firft, like old Rome ; " I would forth,. 
" Elbow the Jieighb 'ring nations round about, 
" Invade, enlarge my empire to the bounds* 
" Of the too narrow univerfe. Yes, I own . 
f* That I defpife your holy innovations ; 
" I 'm for the Roman gods, for funeral piles, 
" For mounting Eagles, and the fancy'd greatnefs 
•' Of our forefathers." Methinks my heated fpirit 
Could utter things worth lofitig of my head* 

Pulch. Speak freely Marcian, for I know thee honeft. 
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Mar. Oh, Madam! Jong r long,maythcEmp*rourlivc I 
But I mud fay his gentle difpofition 
Suits not, alas ! the oriental fway : 
" Bid him but look on Pharamond; oh Gods ! 
" Awake him with the image of that fpirit, 
" Which like a pyramid revers'd is grown 
* Ev'n from a point to the moft dreadful greatnefs: 
" His very name already (hakes the world, 
" And ftill in perfon heading his fierce fquadrons,. 
" Like the firft Caefar o'er the hardy Gauls, 
" He feems another thunderbolt of war." 

Pulch. Is ©fV have blam'd my brother moft for this, 
That to my hand he leases the ftate affairs ; 
And how that founds you kno w 

Mar. Forgive me, Madam ! 
I think that all the greatnefs of your fex, 
Rome's Clelia, and the fam'd Semiramis, 
" With all the Amazonian valour too," 
Meet in Pulcheria : yet I fay forgive me 
If with reluctance I behold a woman 
Sit at the empire's helm and (leer the world. 

Pulch. I ftand rebuk'd 

Mar. " Mark but the growing French r 
" The moft aufpicious omen of their greatnefs 
•*• That I can guefs is their late Salique Law, 
" Blefs'd by their priefts the Salii, and pronoune'd 
" To ftand for ever, which excludes all womci 
" From the imperial crown." But oh ! I fpeak 
The leaft of all thofe infinite grievances 
Which make the fubje&s murmur. In the army 
Tho' I proceeded* ftill like Hannibal, 
And punifti'd ev'ry mutineer with death, 
Yet oh ! it ftabb'd me thro' and thro' the foul 
To pafs the wretches' doom* becaufe I knew 
With juftice they complain'd; for hard they fought, 
And with their blood earn'd that forbidden bread 
Which fome at court, and great ones, tho' unnam'd, 
Call to their hounds, while the poor foldiers ftarv'd 

Pulch. Your pity too, in mournful fellowfhip, 
No doubt might footh their murmurs. 

ifcforw Yes it did; 
That I might put them once again, in heart 
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I faid 'twas true the Emp'rour was to blame. 
Who dealt too coldly with his faithful fervants, 
And paid their great arrears by fecond-hands : 

I promis'd too when we return'd to court 
Things fhould be mended — 

But how, oh Gods ! forgive my blood this tranfport; 

To the eternal fhame of female counfels, 

And to the blaft of Theodofius' name, 

Whom never warlike chronicle fhall mention, 

" Oh, let me fpeak it with a Roman fpirit!" 

We were receiv'd like undone prodigals, 

By curs'd ungrateful fte wards, with cold looks. 

Who yet got all by thofe poor wretches' ruin, 

" Like malefactors at the hands of juftice. 

«• I blufh, I almoft weep, with burfting rage; 

" If thus receiv'd how paid our long arrears? 

" Why, as intrufted mifers pay the rights 

II Of helplefs widows or the orphans' tears. 
«• Oh foldier ! for to thee, to thee I fpeak it, 
" Bawds for the drudgery of citizens' wives 
" Would better pay debilitated ftallions." 
Madam, I 'ave faid perhaps too much ; if fo 
It matters not ; for he who lies, like me, 
On the hard ground is fure to fall no further. 

Pulch. I 'avegiv'n you patient hearing, honed Marcian, 
And as far as I can fee into your temper, 
" I fpeak my ferious judgment in cold blood, 
" With ftri&cft confutation on the matter," 
I think this feeming plain and honeft Marcian 
An exquifite and moft notorious traitor. 

Mar. Ha ! traitor ! 

Pulch. Yes, a moft notorious traitor^ 

Mar. " Your grandfather, whofe frown could awe the 
u Would not have call'd me fo— or if he had — [worlcfc " 

Patch. " You would have taken it"- But to the j 

bus'nefs. 
Was/t not enough, oh Heav'n thou know'ft too much ! 
At firft to own yourfelf an infidel, 
A bold contemner, ev'n to blafphemy, 
Of that religion which we all profefs, 
For which your heart's bed blood can ne'er fuffice, 
But you muft dare with a fedittoui army ' 
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Thus to coofpire againft the Emperour ? 

I mention not your impudence to me, 

Taxing the folly of my government 

Ev'n to my face, fuch an irreverence 

As fure no barb'rous Vandal would have urg*d ; 

Befides your libelling all the court, as if 

You had engrofs'd the whole world's honeily, 

And flatt'rers, fools, and fycophants, and knaves, 

Such was your language, did inhabit there. 

Mar. You wreft my honeft meaning, by the gods 
You do ; " and if you thus go on I'feel 
•• My ftruggling fpirit will no longer bear it." 

Pulch. I thought the meaning of all rational men 
Should ftill be gather'd out of their difcourfe ; 
Nor are you fo imprudent without thinking 
To vent fuch words, tho' now you fain would hide it. 
You find the guilt and balk the accufation. 
But think not you fhall fcape fo eafily: 
Once more I do confront you as a traitor; 
And as I am intruded with full pow'r, 
Diveft you in the name of Theodofius 
Of all your offices, commiflions, honours, 
Command you leave the court within three days, 
Loyal plain -dealing honeft Marcian. 

Mar. Gods ! gods ! 

Pulch. " What now ? Ha ! does the traitor murmur? 
" If in three days — mark me — 't is I that doom thee— 
" Rafh inconfiderate man, a wretch beneath 
" The torments I could execute upon thee," 
If after three days' fpace thou'rt found in court 
Thou dy'ft ; thy head, thy head (hall pay the forfeit. 
M Now rage, now rail, and curfe the court, 
" Saucily dare t'abufe the beft of princes, 
u And let thy lawlefs tongue lafh all it can ; 
" Do, like a madman rave, deplore thy fortune 
" While pages laugh at thee." Then hafte toth* army, 
Grow popular, and lead the multitude; 
Preach up thy wrongs, and drive the giddy bead 
To kick at Caefar. Nay, if thou weep'ft I *m gone. 
Oh Julia ! if I ft ay I (hall weep too. 
Yet 'tis but juft that i the heart mould fee # 
Of him who once muft lord it over me. \Afide. 

\Exeunt Pulch* and Julia. 
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Lite, Why do you droop Sir? — Come, no more o'this; 
You are and (hall be ftill our general. 
Say but the word I'll fill the Hippodrome 
With fquadron8 that (hall make the Emp'rour tremble.; 
We '11 fire the court about his ears. * 

Methinks, like Junius Brutus, I have watch'd 
An opportunity, and now it comes. 
Few words and I are friends; but, noble Marcianl 
If yet thou art not more than general 
Ere dead of night fay Lucius is a coward. 

Mar. I charge thee in the name of all the gods 
Come back ; I charge thee by the name of Friend. 
All 's well, and I rejoice I am no general. 
But hufh ! within three days we muft begone. 
And then, my friend, farewell to ceremony.: 
We '11 fly to Tome far diilant lonely -village, 
Forget our former ftate, and breed with (laves. 
And when night comes, 
With bodies coarfely filPd and vacant fouls 
Sleep like the labour'd hinds, and never think, 
For if I think again I (hall go mad: 

j£«/*r Leon tine iju/Athekais. 
Therefore no thought. But fee, we 're interrupted. 
Oh court ! oh Emperour ! — yet let death threaten 

I'll find a time; till then be ftill my foul 

•• No gen'ral now; a member of thy country, 

" But moft corrupt, therefore to be cut off; 

" Loyal plain-dealing ho n eft Marcian. 

." A (lave, a traitor 1 Oh ye eternal Gods ! "— [Exeunt. 

Leon. So Athenais, now our compliment 
To the young Perfian prince is at an end, 
What then remains but that we take our leave, 
And bid him everlaftingly farewell ? 

Athen. My Lord ! 

Leon. I fay that decency requires 
We fhould be gone, nor can you ftay with honour. 

Athen. Moil true my Lord! 

Leon. The court is now at peace, 
The Emp'rour's (ifters are retir'd forever, 
And he himfelf composed ; what hinders then 
But that we bid adieu to Prince Varanes ? 
* Athen. Ah' Sir! why will you break my heart? 
3 
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Leon. I would not; 
Thou art the only comfort of my age : 
Like an old tree I ftand amongft the ftorms; 
Thou art the only limb that I have left me, [She hneek. 
My dear green branch ! and how I prize thee, child, 
Heav'n only knows. Why doft thou "kneel and weep? 

Athen. Becaufe you are fo good, and will, I hope, 
Forgive my fault, who firft occaiion'd it. 

Leon. I charg'd thee to receive and hear the prince. 

Athen* You did ; and oh ! my Lord, I heard too much* 
Too much, I fear, for my eternal quiet. 

Leon. Rife Athenais ; credit him who bean 
More years than thou : Varanes has deceiv'd thee. 

Athen. How do we differ then ? You judge the prince 
Impious and bafe, while I take Ejeay'n to witnefs 
I think him the moft virtuous of men ; 
Therefore take heed, my Lord, how you accufe him 
Before you make the trial. Alas Varanes ! 
If thou art falfe there 's no fuch thing on earth 
As folid goodnefs or fubftantial honour. 
A thoufand times, my Lord, he has fworn to give me 
"(And I believe his oaths) his -crown and empire 
i That day I make him matter of my heart. 

Leon. That day he '11 make thee miftrefa of his pow'r, 
Which carries a foul name among the vulgar. 
No, Athenais, let me fee thee dead, 
Borne a pale corpfe, and gently laid in earth. 
So I may fay fhe 's chafte and dy'd a virgin, 
Rather than view thee with thefe wounded eyet 
Seated upon the throne of Ifdigerdes, 
The blaft of common tongues, the nobles' fcorn. 
Thy father's curfe, that is, the prince's whore. 

Athen. Oh, horrid fuppofition ! how I deteft it 
Be witnefs Heav'n, that fees my fecret thoughts! 
%i Have I for this, my Lord, fceen taught by you 
" The niceft juftice and fevereft virtue, 
u To fear no death, to know no end of life* 
u And with long fearch difcern the higheft good"? 
u No, Athenais ; when the day beholds thee 
" So fcandaloully rais'd .pride caft thee down, 
u The fcorn of honour and the people's prey ! w 
No, cruel Leontine, not to redeem . 

G • 
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That aged head from the descending axe, 
Not tho' I faw thy trembling body raek'd, 
Thy wrinkles all about thee fill'd with blood, 
Would I for empire to the man I love 
Be made the object of unlawful pleafure. 

Leon* Oh, greatly faid, and by the blood which warms mc ! 
Which runs as rich as any Athens holds, 
It would improve the virtue of the world 
If cv'ry day a thoufand votaries 
And thoufand virgins came from far to hear thee ! 

Athen. Look down ye Pow'rs, tajte notice we obey 
The rigid principles ye have infus'd ; 
Yet oh, my noble father ! to convince you, 
Since you will have it fo, propofe a marriage, 
Tho'- with the thought I 'm cover'd o'er with blufhes: 
Not that I doubt the prince ; that were to doubt 
The Heav'ns themfelves. I know he \& all truth : 

But mcdefty 

The virgin's troublefome and conftant gueft, 
That, that alone forbid s* 

Leon. I wifh to HeaVn * 
There prove no greater bar to my relief. 
Behold the prince : I will retire a while, 
And when occafion calls come to thy aid. [Exit Leotu 
Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 

Var. To fix her on the throne to me feems little 4 
Were I a god yet would I raife her higher; 
This is the nature of thy prince : but oh ! 
As to the world thy judgment foars above me, 
And I am dar'd with this gigantick honour ; 
Glory forbids her profpe& to a crowr>, 
Nor mufl me gaze that way : my haughty foul 
That day when (he afcends the throne of Cyrus 
Will leave my body pale, and to the ftars 
Retire in blufhes, and quite loft for ever. 

Aran, What do you purpofe then ? 

Var. I know not what. 
But fee, fhe comes, the glory of my arms, 
The only bus'nefs of my inftant thought, 
My foul's beft joy, and all my true repofe. 
I fwear I cannot bear thefe flrange defires, 
Thefe flrong impulfes, which will fhortly leave me * 
Dead at thy feet 
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Athen. What have you found, my Lord, 
In me fo harfh or cruel that you fear 
To fpeak your griefs ? 

Var. Firft let me kneel and fwear, 
And on thy hand feal my religious vow ; 
Straight let the breath of gods blow me from earth y 
Swept from the book of Fame, forgotten ever, 
If I prefer thee not, oh Athenais ! 
To all the Perfian greatnefs. 

Athen. I believe you, 
For I have heard you fwear as much before. 

Var. Hall thou? oh, why then did I fwear again. 
But that my love kjiew nothing worthier of thee, 
And could no better way exprefs my pailion ? 

Athen. Oh, rife my Lord ! 

Var. I will do ev'ry thing 
Which Athenais bids : if there be more 
In nature to convince thee of my love 
Whifper it oh, fome god, into my ear, 
And on her breaft thus to her lift'ning foul 
I '11 breathe the infpiration. Wilt thou not fpeak? 
What, but one figh, no more ! can that fuffice 
For all my vaft expenfe of prodigal love ? 
S " Oh Athenais ! what (hall I fay or do 
! " To gain the thing I wifh ? - 
! Athetu " What *s that my Lord ? 

Var. " Thus to approach thee ftill, thus to behold 
u Yet'there is more" [thee 

Athen. My Lord, I dare not hear you. 

Var. Why doft thou frown at what thou doft not know£ 
'Tis an imagination which ne'er pierc'd thee ; 
Yet as 't is ravifhing 'tis full of honour. 
1 Athen. I muft not doubt you Sir ; but oh ! I tremble 
To think i£ Ifdigerde* fhcuild behold you, 
Should hear you thus proteiling to a maid 
Of no degree but virtue in the world — 

Var. No more of this, no more ; for, I difdain 
All pomp when thou art by. Far be the noife 
Of kings and courts from us, whofe gentle fouls 
Our kinder ftars have fteer'd another way. 
Free as the foreft birds we '11 pair together, 
Wjthout rememb'ring who our fathers were, s 

Cij, 
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Fly to the arbours, grots, and flow'ry meads, 
And in foft murmurs interchange our fouls* 
Together drink the cryftal of the ftream* 
Or tafte the yellow fruit which autumn yields, 
And when the golden ev'ning calls us home 
Wing to<our downy neft and fleep till morn. 

Athen. Ah Prince ! no more: forbear, forbear, to charm 
Since I am doom'd to leave you Sir for ever. [me, 

Var. Hold, Athenais 

Athetu I know your royal temper, 
And that high honour reigns within your breaft, j 

Which would difdain to wafte fo many hours \ 

With one of humble blood compar'd to you 
Unlcfs ftrong paffion fway'd your thoughts to love her; 
Therefore receive, oh Prince ! and take it kindjy, 
For none on earth but you could win it from me, 
Receive the gift of my eternal love ; ' 

*Tis all I can beftow ; nor is it little,. 
For fure a heart fo coldly chafte as mine 
.No charms but your's, my Lord, could e'er have waraTd. 

Var. Well have you made amends by this laft comfort 
For the cold dart you (hot at me before : 
For this laft goodnefs, oh my Athenais ! 
( For now methinks I ought to call you mine} 
I empty all my foul in thanks before you : 
Yet oh ! one fear remains, like death it chills me, 
Why* my relenting love did talk of parting ! 

At ben. Look there, and ceafe your wonder. I have 
T' obey my father, and he calls me henc e [fwonS 

Enter Leon tine. 

Var. Ha, Leontine ! by which of all my actions 
Have I fo deeply inju^r'd thee to merit 
The fmarteft wound revenge could form to end me ? 

Leon. Anfwer me now, oh Erince ! for virtue prompts 
And honefty will dally now no longer: [me> 

What can the end of all this paffion be? _ 
Glory requires the ftricl: account, and afks 
What you intend at laft. to Athenais? 

Var. How, Leontine ! 

Leon, You faw her, Sir, at Athens, faid you lov'd-her: 
I charg'd her humbly to receive the honour, 
And hear your paffion., Hasihenot, Sir, obey 'd me? 



AS IL THE0D0S1US.- Vg- 

Var. She has, I thank the gods; but whither wouldft 

Leon. Having refolv'd to viiit Theodofius [thou ? 

You fwore you would not go without my daughter, 
Whereon I gave command that me mould follow. 

Var. Yes, Leontine, my old remembrancer, 
Mod learn'd of all philofophers, you did. 

Leon. Thus long ihe has attended: you have feen her,. 
Sounded her virtues and her imperfections ; 
Therefore, dread Sir! forgive this bolder charge 
fc Which honour founds, and now let me demand you—* 

Var. Now help, Aranthes, or I 'm dafhM for ever. 

Aran* Whatever happens, Sir, difdain the marriage. 

Leon. Can your high thoughts fo far forget themfelvea. 
T* admit this humble virgin for your bride i 

Var.Uz\ 

Athen. He blufhes, gods ! and Hammers at the queftion ! 

Leon. Why do you walk and chafe yourfelf my Lord?:" 
The bus'nefs is not much. 

Var* How, Leontine ! 
' Not much ! I know that fhe deferves a crown ; 
: Yet 'tis to reafon much, tho' not to love : 
And fure the world would bluih to fee the daughter 
Of a philofopher upon the throne of Cyrus* 

Athen* Undone for ever ! 

Leon. Is this your anfwer Sir? 

Var. Why doft thou urge me thus, and pufli me t»* 
The very brink of glory ? where, alas ! 
I look and tremble at the vaft defcent ; 
Yet ev'n there to the vaft bottom down 
My ram advent'rer Love would have me leap,. 
And grafp my Athenais with my ruin. 

Leon. 'Tis well my Lord 

Var. Why doft thdu then provoke me ? 
I thought that Perfia's court had ftore of honour. 
To fatisfy the height of thy ambition. 
Befides, old man, my Love is too well grown 
To want a tutor for his good behaviour : 
What he will do he of himfelf will do,. 
And not be taught by you 

Leon* I know he will not 5 
Fond tears away ! I know, I know he will not ; ; 

Ciij: 
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But he would buy with his old man's preferment 

My daughter's (ha me. 

Var. Away, I fay ! my foul difdains the motion., 
Leon. The motion of a marriage; yes, I fee it:: 

Your angry looks and haughty words betray it % 

I found it at the firft. I thank you, Sir, 

You have at laft. rewarded your old tutor 

For aU his cares, his watchings, fervices : 

Yet let me tell you Sir, this humble maid, 

This daughter of a poor philosopher, " 

Shall, if me pleafe, be feated on a throne , 

As high as that of the immortal Cyrus. 

Var. I think that age and deep philofophy 

Have crack 'd thy brain. Farewell, old Leontinef 

Retire to reft ; and when this brawling humour . 

Is rock'd afleep I'll meet my Athenair, 

And. clear th' accounts of love which thou haft blotted* 

Leon. Old Leontine ! Perhaps I'm mad indeed* 
But hold, my heart, and let that folid virtue 
Which I fo long ador'd ftill keep the reins- 
Oh Athenaisl but I will not chide thee; 
Fate is in all our a&ions ; and methinks,. 
At leaft a father judges fo, it has 
Rebuk'd thee fmartly for thy eafinefs: 
There is" a-, kind of mournful eloquence 
In thy dumb grief which mantes all clam'rous forrotr;. 

Athen. " Alas ! my breafb « full of death 5 methink* 
u I fear ev'n you— — 

Leon. " .Why fhouldft thou fear thy father? 

Athen. " Becaufe you have the figure, of .a man P' 
Is there, oh fpeak ! a poffibility 
To be forgiv'nf' 

Leon.. Thy father does forgive thee* 
And honour will ; but on this hard condition;. 
- Never to fee him more— — — — 

Athen. See him ! oh Heavens ! 

Leon.. Unlefs it be, my daughter; to upbraid him;; 
Not tho* he mould repent and ftraight return, 
Nay, proffer thee his crown— -No more- of that*. 
Honour* too cries.rev.enge, revenge thy wrongs* 
Revenge thyfelf, revenge thy injur'd father;.. 
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For 'tis revenge fo wife, fo glorious too, 
As all the world (hall praife 

Athen. Oh, give me leave, 
For yet I am all tendernefs: the woman, 
The weak, the mild, the fond, the coward, wotnan^ 
Dares not look forth, but runs about my bread, 
And vifits all the warmer maniions there, 
Where me fo. oft' has harbour'd falfe Varanes ! 
Cruel Varanes! falfe forfworn Varanes! 

Leon. Is this forgetting him? is this. the courfe 
Which honour bids thee take I 

Athen, Ah Sir, allow 
A little time for Love to make his way s 
Hardly he won the place* and many fighs, 
And many tears-, and thoufand oaths, it coft himr 
And 6h ! I find he will not be diflodg'd 
Without a groan at parting hence for ever. 
No, no ! he vows he will not yet be rais'd 
Without whole floods of grief at his farewell, 
Which thus I facrifice : and oh ! I fwear 
Had he prov'd true I would as eafily 
Have empty'd all my blood, and dy'd to ferve hinv 
As now I (hed thefe drops or vent thefe fighs 
To mew how well* how perfeftly I lov'd him. 

Leon. No woman fure but thou, fo low in fortune, 
Therefore the nobler is thy fair example, 
Would thus have griev'd becaufe a prince adored her j 
Nor wilHt be behev'd in aftertimes 
That there was ever fuch a maid in being t 
Yet? do I ftill advife preferve thy virtue ; 
And fince he does difdain thee for his bride 
Scorn thou to be— 

Athen. Hold* Sir; oh, hold, forbear, 
For my nice foal abhors the very found ; 
Yet with the fhame of that and the defire 
Of an immortal name I am infpir'd : 
All kinder thoughts are fled for ever from me; 
All tendernek* as if I ne'er had lov'd,. 
Has left my bofom colder than the- grave. 

Leon. Oh Athenais! on; 'tis bright before thee;; v 
Purfue the track, and thou. (halt be a ftar. 

Athen. Oh Leontine L I fwear, my noble father,, 
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That I will ftarve ere once forego my virtue : 
And thus let's join to contradict the world, 
That empire could not tempt a poor old man 
To fell his prince the honour of his daughter*. 
And flie too matchM the fpirit of her father ; 
Tho' humbly born and yet more humbly bred 
She for her fame refus'd a royal bed ; 
Who tho* fhe lov'd yet did put off the hour, 
Nor could her virtue be betray M by pow'r. . 
Patterns like thefe will guilty courts improve, 
And teach the fair to blufh at confcious love : 
" Then let all maids for honour come in view, 
" If any maid can more for glory do." 



ACT III. 
Enter Varan es ^h^/Aranthes^ 

Varahes. 

CJome to my arms, my faithful dear Aranthes, 
Soft counsellor, companion of my youth! 
If I had longer been alone moil fure • 
With the diftra&ion that furrounds my heart 
My hand would have rebelPd againft his mailer 
And done a murder here. 

Aran. " The gods forbid! 

Far. " I fwear I prefs thee with as hearty joy 
** As ever fearful bride embracM her man 
" When from a dream of death me wak'd, and found' 
** Her lover fafe and deeping by her fide." 

Aran. The caufe my Lord? 

Var. Early thou know'ft laft night I went to reft ;■ 
But long, my friend, ere dumber clos'd my eyes, 
Long was the combat fought 'twixt love and glory; 
The fever of my paffion burnt me up ; 
My pangs grew ftronger, and my rack was doubled y 
" My bed was all afloat with the cold drops 
" That mortal pain wrang from my lab'ring limbs, 
«* My groans more deep than others' dying gafps;? 
Therefore I charge thee hafte to her apartment; , 
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11 1 do conjure thee tell her, tell her aU 

" My fears can urge or fondnefs can invent \ 

11 Tell her how I repent ; fay any thing, 

" For any thing I 'H do to quench my fires : M 

Say I will marry her now on the inftant ; 

Say all that I would fay, yet in the end 

My love (hall make it more than gods can utter. 

Aran. My Lord, both Leontine and (he are gone 
From their apartmen t 1 

Far. Ha ! gone, fay'ft thou \ whither ? 

Aran. That was my whole employment all this day ; 
But Sir, I grieve to fpeak it, they have left 
No track behind for care to find 'em out ; 
Nor is it poffible— — - 

Far. It is, it (hall; 
I'llftruggle with impofiibilities 
To find my Athenais : not the walls 
Of Athens nor of Thebes (hall hide her from me : 
I'll bring the force of all my father's arms 
And lay 'em wade but I'll redeem my love. 
Oh Leontine ! morofe old Leontine ! 
Thou mere philofopher ! oh, cruel fage ! 
Who for one hafty word, one chol'rick doubt, 
Haft turn'd the fcale, tho* in the facred "balance 
' My life, my glory, and my empire, hung ! 

Aran. Moft fure, my Lord, they are retired to Athens. 
J will fend poft to-nigh t 

Far. No, no, Aranthes ; 
Prepare my chariots, for I '11 go in perfon* 
I fwear till now, till I began to fear 
Some other might enjoy my Athenais, 
I fwear I did not know how much I lov'd her* 
But let 's away ; I *11 to the Emperour, 
Thou to the hafty management of my bus'nefs. 
" Prepare ; to-day I '11 go, to-day I '11 find her : 
" No more ; I '11 take my leave of Theodofius, 
" And meet thee on the Hippodrome. Away ;" 
Let the wild hurry of the matter's love 
Make quick thy apprehenfion ; hafte, and leave me. 

[Exiunt. 
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Scene,Pulcheria,Atticus,Leontine ; Votaritslead- 
ing Athenais in proctffioti) after her baptifm, to be con- 
firmed, 

ATTlCV&ftHgS. 

•• Oh Chryibftom ! look down and fee 
-i An olFrtn j worthy fles?*n and thee \ 
14 So tfeh the victim,' bright and fair, 
" That me on earth appear* a ftar : 

1 1 EucfofjB r* the virgin'* nunc, 
11 An J altetdinei lhall fi njj her fame. 

ATTJcuiyJiif/, 

*' Lead her, V^taHcs, lead her in p 
** Hct bo\y Lirth dots now be^in, 

Tfl Ft laty " In Inimbk weeds but dcu arrajr 
■' i uf huaw fliall fwettly pais away, 
u And *Ktrn the rites dime arepalt 
11 J '.i pUaiant gardens ynu (hall bafte, 

xrf Ftt&y* il Where many a fiWry bed wchaTe, 
* [ Hut rmUtin Ail] to tar h a grave ; 
** And when within Lhc Jrrcam we look, 
" With tears we bft to (Well the brook; 
* l But uh r v .-hc-n in the liquid glaft 
** Our heat'si appear*, we 6gh to pafs : % 

t*W. " For hciiv'n alone we are defi^r/d, 
" And all things bring our heav'n to mind. 1 ' 

Athsn. Oh Prince ft j oh! moil worthy of the world, 
That is fu omitted by its Emperour £i 

To your molt wife and providential fway J 
What Greek or Roman eloquence eao paint 
The rapture and devotion of my foul! 
I am adopted your** ; you are my goddefs, 
That have rjcw-fornVd, new -moulded, my concept 
" Arid hy the pint form of a work divine 
" New* framed, new-bit iJtj me to your owti denVt5 f 

*• Thrown all the lumber of my paflioasout, 

41 And made my heart a maniion of perfeclior 

" Clean r;^ :::i anchorite's grot or votariH 

" And fpotlcfii as thcglorit&flfiMflflH 

" Whom we far oil" ado 
PukL Rife 

And let mcfoldl 

With this dear i 
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I feal thee, oh Eudofia ! mine for ever : 
Accept, beft charge, the vows of my affe&ion, 
For by the facred friendihip that I give thee 
I think that Heav'n by miracle did fend thee 
To eafe my cares, to help me in my counfels, 
To be my filler, partner in my bed, 
And equally thro' my whole courfe of life 
To be the better part of thy Pulcheri'a, 
And mare my griefs and joys. 

Athctu No, Madam, no ; 
Excufe the cares that this fad wretch mull bring yon: 
" Oh ! rather let me leave the world for ever ;" 
Or if I mii partake your royal fecrets, 
w If you refolve to load me with fuch honour," 
Let it be far from cities, far from courts,/ 
Where I may fly all human conversation, 
Where I may never fee, nor hear, nor name, 
Nor think, nor dream, oh Heav'n ! if poffible, 
Of mankind more. 
Pulch. " What now ! in tears Eudofia \ 
Aihen. " Far from the guilt of palaces, <&,£&£ met 

* Drive me, oh, drive me from the traitor Baa! 

• So I might fcape that monfter let me dwdL 
| In lions' haunts or in fome tiger's den ; 

' Place me on fome fteep, craggy, ruin'd racx, 

1 That bellies out, juft dropping in the ocean ; 
r J Bury me in the hollow of its womb, 

fVVhere flarving on my cold andflinrx&et 

VI may iroru far, with giddy appreLoiiBr. 

Bee in f 1 n 1 1 e f at h a ma do wn 1 1 j^ ; 

Bet not e'en, there, in that vaft wWor ezrh^. 

Can there be found la terrible m iwm 

,i/i, fulfe man, fmiHng,dci ar " 

WPulcL Then thou hail lov'J i u ^ v - . ^ 

^■K nearer to my heart, fo ma " 
late* arc I" 
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" And bear'ft thy part in love's melodious ill, 
" Love, that like bane perfum'd infe&s the mind, 
" That fad deb'ght that charms all womankind." 

Athen.Yt^ Madam, I confefs that Love has charm'dme, 
But never (hall again : " no, I renounce him. 
*' Infpire me all the wrongs of abused woman; 
*• All you that have been cozen *d by falfemen 
44 See what a ftri& example I will make ; 
*' But for the perjuries of one I will revenge ye 
41 For all that's pall, that's prcfent, and to come* 

Pulch. "Oh,thou far more than the mod mafculine virtue! 
* f Where, our Aftrea, where, oh drowning brightnefsl 
** Where haft thou been fo long ? Let me again 
,g Proteft my admiration and my love ; 
44 Let me declare aloud, while thou art here, 
" While fuch clear virtue mines within our circle, 
*• Vice (hall no more appear within the palace, 
" But hide her dazzl'd eyes, and this be call'd 
«• The holy court. But" lo ! the Emp'rour cornea : 
Beauty like thine may drive that far away 

That has fo long entranced his foul My Lord— — 

Enter Theodosius and Attendants* 

Theo. If yet, alas ! I might but hope to fee her; 
But oh ! forgive me Heav'n,this wilder ftart 
That thus would reach impofiibility : 
No, no, I never muft behold her more ; 
As well my Atticus might raife the dead 
As Leontjne mould charm that form in view. 

Pulch. My Lord, I come to give your grief a cure. 
With purer flames to draw that cruel fire 

That tortur'd you fo long Behold this virgin— 

The daughter of your tutor Leontine* 

Theo. Ah ! 

Pulch. " She is your fitter's charge, and made aChriflian, 
ic And Athenais is Eudolia now : ■< 

" Be fure a fairer never grae'd religion, ■ 

44 And for her virtue flit tranfeends example." I 

Theo, Oh, all you bleft above ! how can this be ? I 
Am I awake ? or is this poffible ? , [Athen. knedm 

Pulch. She kneels my J^ord ; will not yougo and raife her| 
4 
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Theo. Nay, do thou raife her, for I 'm rooted here ; 
Yet if laborious love and melancholy 
Have not o'ercome me, and quite turn'd me mad, 
It muft be (he, that naked dazzling fweetnefs! 
The wry figure of that morning-ftar 
That, dropping pearls and meddingdewy beams, 
Fled from the greedy waves when I approach'd. 
Anfwer me Leon tine ; am I diftra&ed, 

Or is this true ? " By thee in all encounters 

" I will be ruTd, in temperance and wildnefs, 
" When reafon blames with extravagance. 
" But fpeak" 

Leon. 'Tis true, my Lord ; this is my daughter. 
Whom I conceal'd in Perfia from all eyes 
But your's, when chance directed you that way, 

Theo. He fays 'tis true : why then thisheartlefs-carriagt , 
This la%y fpirit? 

" Oh, were I proof again ft the -darts of love, 
•' And cold to beauty as the marble lover 
" That lies without a thought upon his tomb, 
" Would not this glorious dawn of life run thro* me 
" And waken death itfelf ! " Why am I Haw then ? 
What hinders now but that in fpite of rules 
I burft thro' all the bands of death that hold me, 

[He kneels. 
And fly with fuch a hafte to that appearance 
As bury'd faints fhall make at the lail fummons ? 

Athen. The Emp'rour at my feet! Oh Sir! forgive me, 
Drown me not thus with everlafting manje : 
Both heav'n and earth muft bluih at fiich a view, 
Nor can I bear it longe r 

Leon. My Lord, (he is unworthy 

Theo. Ha! what fay'ft thou Leontine? 
•* Unworthy k oh, thou atheift to perfection ! 
" All that the blooming earth cou'd fend forth fair, 
" All that the gaudy heav'ns cou'd drop down glorious!" 
Unworthy, fay'ft thou ! Wert thou not her father 
I fwear I would revenge — But hafte and tell me, 
For love like mine will bear no fecood thought* 
Can all the honours of the orient, 
Thus facrifie'd with the moft pure affection, 
With fpotieft thoughts and languishing defires, 

D 
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Obtain, oh Leontine ! the crown at laft ? 
To thee I fpeak, thy daughter to my bride ? 

Leon.. My Lotd, the honour bears fuch eftimation 
It calls the blood into my aged cheeks, 
And quite o'erwhelms my daughter with confufion, 
Who with her body proftrate on the earth 
Ought to adore you for the proffer'd glory. 

Theo. Let me embrace and thank thee, oh kind Heav'n ! 
Oh Atticus ! Pulcheria ! oh my father ! 
Was ever change like mine? Run thro* the ftreets; 
" Who waits there ?" Run, and loud as Fame can fpeak 
With trumpet founds proclaim your Emp'rour's joy: 
" And as of old, on the great feltival 
" Of her they call the Mother of the. Gods, 
•• Let all work ceafe, at leaft an oaken garland 
11 Crown each plebeian head; let fprightly bowk 
" Be dol'd about, and the tofs'd cymbals found; 
" Tell 'em their much lamented Theodofius 
" By miracle is brought from death to life ; 
" His melancholy 's gone, and now once more - 
'* He. mail appear at the date's helm again ; 
" Nor fear a wreck while this bright ftar directs us,, 
" For while fhe mines no fands no co wring rocks 
" Shall lie unfeen, but I will cut my way 
** Secure as Neptune thro' the higheft ftream, 
* c And to the port in fafety freer the world." 

Athen. Ala*! my Lord, confider my extraction, 
TVith all my other wants 

Tbeo. Peace, Emprefs, peace ! 
No more, the daughter of old Leontine, 
A Chriftian now, and partner of the eaft. 

Athen* My father has difpos'd me, you command me; 
What can I anfwer then but my obedience? 

Tkeo. Attend her, dear Pulcheria ! and oh, tell her 
To-morrow, if (he pleafe, I will be happy. 
Oh, why fo long mould I my joys delay ? 

[Exeunt Pulch. and Athth 
Time, imp thy wings, let not thy minutes day, 
But to a moment change the tedious day : 
" The day ! 'twill be an age before to-morrow : 
"An age, a death, a vaft eternity, 
fi WJieic we fhall cold and pall .enjoyment lie," 
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Enter Varan es **</ Ara^i-hes, 

T/zr. Oh Theodofius! 

7£«>. Ha ! my brother here ! 
Why doft thou come to make my blifs run o'er ? 
" What is there more to wiih ? Fortune can find 
" No flaw in fuch a glut of happinefs 
" To let one mifery in" ■■ Oh, my Varanes ! 
Thou that of late didft feem to walk on clouds, 
Now give a loofe, let go the flacken'd reins, 
Let us drive down the precipice of joy, 
As if that all the winds of heav'n were for us. 

Var. My Lord, I 'm glad to find the gale is turn'd, 
And give you joy of this aufpicious fortune. 
Plough on your way with all your ftreamers out ; 
With all your glorious flags and garlands ride 
Triumphant on — and leave me to the waves, 
The fands, the winds, the rocks, the fure deftruftion 
And ready gulfs that gape to fwallow me. 

Theo. It was thy hand that drew me from the grave, 
Who had been dead by this time to ambition, 
To crowns, to titles, and my flighted greatnefs : 
But ftill, as if each work of thine deferv'd 
The fmile of Heav'n - ■ thy Theodofius met 
With fomething dearer than his diadem, 
With all that's worth a wiih, that's worth a life ; 
I met with that which made me leave the world. 

Var. And I, oh turn of chance! oh curfed fortune ! 
Have loft at once all that could make me happy* 
" Oh ye too partial Pow'rs ! but now no more : 
" The gods, my dear my moft lov'd Theodofius, 
" Double all thofe joys that thou haft met upon thee I 
" For fure thou art moft worthy, worthy more 
" Than Jove in all his prodigality 
" Can e'er beftow in bkflings on mankind." 
And oh ! methinke my foul is ftrangely mov'd, 
Takes it the more unkindly of her ftars ' " 
That thou and I cannot be bleft together ; 
For I mult leave thee friend ! this night muft leave thee, 
To go in doubtful fearch of what perhaps 
I ne'er fhall find, if fo my cruel Fate 
-Has order'd it. Why then farewell for ever, 
For I fhall never never fee thee more* 

Dij 
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Theo. How fenfible my tender foul is grown 
Of what you utter ) Oh my gallant friend! 
Oh brother ! oh Varanes f do not judge 
By what I fpeak, for fighs will interrupt me: 
Judge by my tears, judge by thefe ftri& embraces, 
And by my laft refolve : tho' I have met 
With what in filence I fo long adorfd ; 
Tho* in the rapture of protefling joys 
I had fet down to-morrow for my nuptials, 
*' And Atticus to-night prepares the temple," 
Yet my Varanes ! 1 will rob my foul 
. Of all her health, of my imperial bride, 
And wander with thee in the fearch of that 
On which thy life depends— 

Far. Ifthielfuffer 
Conclude me then begotten of a hind, 
And bred in wilds; no Theodofius, no; 
I charge thee by our friendfhip, and conjure thee 
By all the gods, to mention this no more* 
Perhaps, dear friend! I mall be fooner here 
Than you expect or I myfelf. imagine v 
What moil I grieve is that I cannot wait 
To fee your nuptials ; yet my foul is with you* 
And all my adorations to your bride. 

Theo* What, my Varanes ! will you be fo cruel 
As not to fee my bride before you go ? 
Or are you angry at your rival's charms, 
Who has already ravifh'd lialf my heart, 
That once was all your own ? 

Far. You know I am diforder'd ; 
My melancholy will not fuit her bleft condition. 

[Exit The*. 
And the gods know fince thou, my Athenais, 
Art fled from thefe lick eyes all other women 
To my pall'd foul feem like the ghoft of Beauty, 
And haunt my mem'ry with the lofs of thee. 

Enter Athenais, Theodosius leading her* 

Theo. Behold, my Lord, th' occafion of my joy. 

Far. Oh ye immortal gods! Aranthes! ohi 
Look there, and wonder. Ha! is't poflible ? 

Athen. My Lord, the Emp'rour fays you are his friend; , 
He charges me to ufe my intereft,. 
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And beg of you to flay at leaft fo long 

As our efpoufals will be folemnizing : 

I told him I was honour' d once to know you, 

But that fo flightly as I could not warrant 

The grant of any thing that I mould afk you— 

Far. Oh heav'n and earth !' oh Athenais I why, 
Why doft thou ufe me thus ? Had I the world 
Thou know'ft it fhould be thine — 

Men. I know not that 

But yet, to make fure work, one half of it 

Is mine already Sir without your giving. 

My Lord; the prince is obftinate ; his glory 

Scorns to be mov'd by the weak breath of woman ; 

He is all hero, bent for higher views, 

Therefore 'tis noble Sir to let him go : 

If not for him my Lord, yet for myfelf 

I muft .entreat the favour to retire. [Exit Athen. tffc. 

Far. Death and defpair! confufion! hell, and Furies! 

Theo. 4i Heav'n guard thy health, and ftill prcferve 
. thy virtue," 
What fhould*this mean ? I fear the confequence, 
For/tis too plain they know each other well. 

Far. Undone Aranthes ! loft, undone for ever I 
I fee my doom, I read it with broad eyes, 
As plain as if I faw the book of Fate : 
Yet I will mufter all my fpirits up, 
Digeft my grief, fwallow the rifing paflions; 
Yes, I will ftand the fhock of all the gods 
Well as I can, and ftruggle for my life. 

Theo. You mufe my Lord ; and if you *11 give me leave 
To judge your thoughts they feem employ'd at prefent 
About my bride — " I guefs you know her too." 

Far. His bride ! oh gods ! give me a moment's patience* 
I nruft confefs the fight of Athenais, 
Where I fo little did expect to fee her, 
So grac'd, and fo adorn 'd, did raife my wonder: 
But what exceeds all admiration is, 
That you fhould talk of making her your bride ; 
'T?s fuch a blind effect of monftroiw fortune, 
That tho* I well remember you affirm'd it 
I cannot yet believe 

Theo. Then now believe me : 
By all the Pow'rs divine I will efpoufe her. 

D iij 
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Var* Ha! I (hall leap the bounds. Come, come, my 
Lord, 
By all thefe, pow'rs you nam'd I fay you mull not. 

Tiro. I fay I will; and who (hall bar my pkafure? 
Yet more, I fpeak the judgment of my foul, 
Weigh but with fortune merit in the balance, 
And Athenais lofes by the marriage. 

Far. Relentlefs Fates I malicious cruel Pow'rsf 
Oh, for what crime do you thus rack your creature £ 
Sir, I mud tell you this unkingly meannefi 
Suits the profeffion of an anchorite well, 
But in an oriental emperour 
It gives offence ' y nor can you without fcandal, 
Without the notion of a grov'ling fpirit, 
Efpoufe the daughter of old Leontine^ 
Whofe utmoft glory is to'ave been my tutor. 

Theo. He has fo well acquitted that employment* 
Breeding you up tofuch a gallant height 
Qffull perfection and imperial greatnefs> 
That ev'n for this refpeft, if for no other, 
I will efteem him worthy while I live. 

Far. My Lord* you '11 pardon me a little freedom $ 
For I muft boldly urge in fuch a caufe 
Whoever flatters you, tho* ne'er fo near 
- Related to your blood, mould be fufpe&ed. 

Theo. If friendmip would admit a cold fufpicion^ 
After what I have heard and feen to -day. 
Of all mankind I (hould fufpe& Varanes. 

Far. He has flung me to the heart;: my grgans wSL 
choke me 
Uslefs my ft niggling paffion gets a vent. 
Out with it then — I can no more diflemble— — 
Yea, yes, my Lord J fi nee you reduce me ta 
The laft neceffity I mull confefs it; 
I mu ft avow my flame for Athenais; 
I am all fire, my paflion eats me up, 
It grows incorp'rate with my fle(h and blood r 
My pangs redouble $ now they cleave my heart f 

Oh Athenais I oh Eudofial— Oh ! 

" Tho* plain as day I fee my own deftru&ion 
•* Yet to my death, and oh, let all the gods 
" Bear witnefs ! ftiU I fwear I will adore the*!'* 
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TAeo. Alas, Varanes! which of us two the heav'ns 
Have mark'd for death is yet above the ftars ; 
But while we live let us preferve our friendlhip 
Sacred and juft, as we have ever done. 
This only mean in two fuch hard extremes 
Remains for both : to-morrow you (hail fee her 
With all advantage in her own apartment ; 
Take your own time ; fay all you can to gain her f 
If you can win her lead her into Periia; 
If not, confent that I efpoufe her here. 

Var* Still worfe and worfe \ Oh Theodofius ! oly 
I cannot fpeak for fighs ; my death is feaTd 
By his laft fweetnefs : had you been lefs good 

I might have hop'd ; but now my doom 's at hand* 
Go then and take her, take her to the temple ; 
The gods too give you joy ! Oh Athenais! 

Why does thy image mock my foolifh forrow I 
Oh Theodofius ! do m>t fee my tears ; 
Away and leave me ; leave me to the grave. 

T&eo. Farewell ; let 's leave the iffue to the heav'ns ; 
1 1 will prepare your way with all that honour 
; Can urge in your behalf, tho* to my ruin. [J?*. Tbeo* 

Fan Oh, I could tear my limbs and eat my fleih ! 
Fool that I was, fond, proud, vainglorious, fool ! 
Damn'd be all courts, and trebly damn'd ambition J 
Blafted be thy remembrance I curfes on thee 1 
And plagues on plagues fall on thoie fools that feek thee! 

Aran. Have comfotf Sir 

Far. Away and leave me villain ! 
Traitor, who wrought me firft to my deftru&ion I ■■ ' v» 
Yet ftay and help, help me to curfe my pride,- 
Help me to wifh that I had ne'er been royal, 
That I had never heard the name of Cyras,, 

II That my firft brawl in court had been my laft.** 
Oh that I had been born fome happy fwain, 

And never known a life fo great fo vain ! 
Where I extremes might not be fore'd to chufe, 
And bleft with fome mean wife no crown could lofe* 
Where the dear partner of my little ft ate, 
With all her fmiling offspring at the gate, 
Bleffing my labours might my coming wait j 
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Where in oiir humble beds all fafe might lie, 

And not in curfed courfe for glory die — - [ExmL 

SONG. 

I. 
" Hail to the myrtle (hade, 
" All hail to the nymphs of the fields ; 
** Kings would not here invade 
44 Thofe plcafures that virtue yields. 

Chor . " Beauty here opens her arms j 

44 To ibften the languishing mind, j 

1 •* And Phillis unlocks her charms : < 
ct Ah Phillis ! ah ! why fo kind ? 

II. j 

u Phrllis, thou foul of love, I 

** Thou joy of the neighb'ring fwains; 
" Phillis that crowns the grove, ■ 

44 And Phillis that gilds the plains ; 

Cbor. " Phillis, that neVr had the (kill 
" To paint and to patch and be fine ; 
44 Yet Phillis whpfe eyes can kill, 
" Whom Nature had made divine ; 

- ' III. 

44 Phillis, whofe charming fong 
l( Makes labour and pains a delight ; 
41 Phillis, that makes the day young, 
4 * And fliortens the livelong night ; 

• Cbor. " Phillis, whofe lips like May 
" Still laughs at the fweets that they bring, 
" Where love pever knows decay, 
44 But fets with eternal fpring." 
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ACT IV. 

Enter Marxian and Lucius at a diftancr. 

_ Marcian. 

1 he gen'ral of the Oriental armies 
Was a commiflion large as Fate could give : 
'Th gone. " Why, what care I ? Oh Fortune ! Fortune I 
" Thou laughing emprefs of this bufy world, 
" Marcian defies thee now" ■ • 
Why what a thing is a difcarded favourite 1 
" He who but now, tho* longing to retire, 
" Cou'd not for bufy waiters be alone, 
" Thronged in his chamber, haunted to his clofet 
" With a full crowd and an eternal court !" 
When once the favour of his prince is turn'd 
Shwin'd as a ghofl the clouded man appears, 
And all the gaudy worshippers forfake him. 
" So fares it now with me ; where'er I come, 
" As if I were another Catiline, 
" The courtiers rife, and no man will fit near me : 
11 A3 if the plague we»e on me v all men fly me." , 
Oh Lucius i Lucius ! if thou Ieav'ft me too 

• I think, I think, I could not bear it, 
But like "a flave my fpifit, broke with fufPring, 
Should or* thefe coward knees fall down, and beg 
Once to be great again 
Luc, Forbid it Heav'n I 

That e'er the noble Marcian condefcend 

To afk of any but th' immortal gods ! 

Nay, I vow if yet your fpirit dare 

Spite of the court you (hall be great as Caefar. 
Mar. " No, Lucius, no ; the gods repel that humour. 

M Yet fince we are alone, and muft ere long 

" Leave this bad court, let us like veterans 

" Speak out*— Thou fay'ft, alas! as great as Caefar ; 

" But where 's his greatnefs? where is his ambition } 

" If any fparks of virtue yet remain 

" In this poor figure of the Roman glory, 

" I fay if any be, how dim they mine 

" Compar'd with what his great forefathers were! 
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•• How mould he lighten then or awe the world 

•' Whofe foul in courts. is but a lambent fire ? 

•• And fcarce, oh Rome ! a glowworm in the field, 

" Soft, young, religious, godlike qualities, 

•' For one that fhould recover the loft empire, 

" And wade thro* feas of blood and walk o*er mountain* 

•• Of flaughter'd bodies to immortal honour.' ' 

Luc. Poor heart ! he pia'd a while ago* for love — , 

Mar. And for his miftrefs vow'd to leave the world j 
But fome new chance it feems has chang'd his mind. 
A marriage ! but to whom, or whence /he came, 
None knows ; but yet a marriage is proclaim'd, 
Pageants prepar'd, the arches are adorn'd, 
" The llatues crown'd, the Hippodrome does groan 
*' Beneath the burden of the mounted warriours :" I 

The theatre is open'd too, where he \ 

And the hot Perfian mean to a& their follies. 
Gods ! gods ! is this the image of our Caefars ? 
Is this the model of our Romulus ? 
Oh why fo poorly have you ftamp'd Rome's glory ! ! 

•' Not Rome's but your's — Is this man fit to bear it, ; 
" This. waxen portraiture of Majeffcy, 
•■ Which ev'ry warmer paffion does melt down, 
*• And makes him fonder than a woman's longing ?*' " i 

Luc. Thus much I know to the eternal fliame ' 

Of the imperial blood ; this upftart emprefs, 
This fine new queen, is fprung from abje& parents, I 

Nay, bafely born : but that 's all one to him ; 
He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 

Mar. Shall I not fpeak, fhall I not tell him of it? 
I feel this big-fwol'n throbbing Roman fpirit 
Will burft unlefs I utter what I oughtj 
Enter Pulcheria with a paper in her hand, and Ju L i A. 

Mar. Pulcheria here ! why me 's the fcourge of Marcian ; 
I tremble too whenever fhe approaches, 
• c And my heart dances an unufual meafure : 
*' Spite of myfelf I blufh, and cannot ftir 
*■ While fhe is here" — What, Lucius, can this mean ? 
'* 'Tis faid Calphurnia had the heart of Caefar, 
" Auguftus doted on the fubtile. Li via,, j 

" Why then mould not I worfhip that.fair angel? 
<l Oli ! didft thou mark her when her fury lightened ? 
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11 She feem'd all goddefs, nay, her frowns became her: 

"There was a beauty in her very wildnefs. 

" Were I a man born great as our firft founder, 

11 Sprung from the blood divine — but I am caft 

M Beyond all poffibility of hope-" 

Pule h. Come hither Marcian, read this paper p'e^ 
And mark the ftrange neglect of Theodofius: 
He figns whate'er I bring ; perhaps you'ave heard 
To-morrow he intends to wed a maid of Athens, 
New-made a Chriftian, and new-oam'd Eudofia, 
Whom he more dearly prizes than his empire, 
Yet in this paper he hath fet his hand, 
And feal'd it too with the imperial fignet, 
That (he (hall lofe her head to-morrow morning. 

Mar. 'Tis not for me to judge ; yet this feems ftrange. 

Pulch. I know he rather would commit a murder 
On his own perfon than permit a vein 
Of her to bleed; yet, Marcian, what might follow 
If I were envious of this virgin's honour 
By his rafti puffing whatfoe'er I offe r 
Without a view — Ha ! but I had forgot : 
Julia, let 's hafte from this infectious perfo n 
I had forgot that Marcian was a traitor : 
" Yet by the Pow'rs divine I fwear 't is pity 
" That one fo form'd by nature for all honour, 
" All titles, great nefs, dignities imperial, 
" The nobleft perfon, and the braved courage, 
" Should not be honeft. Julia, is 't not pity T" 
Oh Marcian ! Marcian ! I could weep to think 
Virtue mould lofe itfelf as thine has done. 
Repent, rath man ! if yet 'tis not too late, 
And mend thy errours $ fo farewell for ever. 

[Exeunt Pulch. and Julia. 

Mar. Farewell for ever ! no Madam, ere*I go 

I am refolv'd to fpeak, and you (hall hear me ; 
Then if you pleafe take off this traitor's head : 
End my commiffion and my life together. 

Luc. Perhaps you'll doubt of what I 'm going to fay ? 
But by your life my Lord I think 'tis true ; 
Pulcheria loves this traitor! " Did you mark her? 
" At firft fhe had forgot yourbanifhment; 

II Makes you her counfellor, and tells her fecrets 
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" As to a friend ; nay, leaves them in your hand, 

" And fays *t is pity that you are not honeft, 

41 With fuch defer iption of your gallantry 

" As none but Love -could make ; then taking leave, 

•* Thro' the dark ladies of her darting eyes 

•• Methought (he (hot her foul at ev'ry glance, 

" Still looking back, as if (he had a mind 

•• That you (hould know (he left her heart behind her." 

Mar. Alas ! thou doft not know her, nor do I, 
Nor can the wit of all mankind conceive her. 
But let *8 away. This paper is of ufe. 

Luc. I guefs your purpofe : 
He is a boy, and as a boy yon '11 ufe him : 
There is no other way. 

Mar. Yes, if he be not 

Suite dead with deep, for ever loft to honour, 
arcian with this (hall roufe him. Oh my Lucius ! 
Methinks the ghofts of the great Theodofius 
And thund'ring Conftantine appear before me ; 
They charge me as a foldier to chaftife him* 
To la(h him with keen words from lazy love, 
And (hew him how they trod the paths of honour. [Exit. 



Scene, Theodosius lying on a couch, with two hoys drejt 
like Cupids Jinging to him as hcjlecps* 

SONG. 

" Happy day ! ah, happy day! 
" That Csefar's beams did firft difplay ; 
" So peaceful was the happy day 
" The gods themfelves did all look dowa 
• 4 The royal infant's birth to crown, 
•** So plcas'd they fearcc did on the guilty frown. 

*' Happy day! ah, happy day ! 
" And oh, thrice happy hour ! 
" That made fuch goodnefs matter of fiich pow'r; 
" For thus the gods declare to men 
** No day like this (hall ever come again.** 
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-Enter Marcian with an order. 

Tbeo. " Ha j what rath thing art thou whofett'ft fo fmall ' 
Hl A value on thy life thus to prefume 
* Againft the fatal orders I have giv'n, 
" Thus to cntrenoh on Csefar -s folitude, 
4t And urge me to thy ruin ? 

Mar. " Mighty Csefar! 
" I have tranfgrefa'd, and for my pardon bow 
41 To thee as to the gods when I offend ; 
44 Nor can I dpubt your mercy when you know 
44 The^iaturc of my crime. I am commifiion'd 
"" From all the earth to give thee thanks and praifes, 
""Thou darling of mankind ! whofe conq'ring arms 
"" Already drown the glory of great Julius, 
*' Whofe deeper reach in laws and policy 
14 Makes wife Auguilus envy thee in heav'n. 
44 What mean the Fates by fuch prodigious virtue ? 
14 When fcarce the manly down yet (hades thy face 
"" With conquejt thus to overrun the world, 
*' And make barbarians tremble ? Oh ye godsl 
4t Should Deftiny now end thee in thy bloom 
41 Methinks I fee thee mourn'd above the lofs 
44 Of lov'd Germanicus, thy funerals, 
" Like his, are folemniz'd with tears and blood. 

Theo. " How, Marcian! 

Mar. " Yes, the raging multitude* 
" Like torrents, fet no bound to their mad grief, 
41 Shave ^heir wives' heads, and tear off their own hair; 
41 With wild defpair they bring their infants out 
*' To brawl their parents' forrow in the ftreets ; 
" Trade is no more, all courts of juftice ftopp'd; 
41 With Hones they dam the windows of their temple^ 
" Pull down their altars, break their houfehold gods, 
*' And ftill the univerfal groan is this, 
" Conftantinople 's loft, our empire's ruin'd* 
11 Since he is gone that father of his country, 
41 Since he is dead, oh life ! where is thy pleafure? 
" Oh Rome ! oh coaquer'd world 1 where is thy glory ? • 

Tbeo* " I know thee well, thy cuftora and thy manner* ; 
" Thou doft upbraid me ; but no more of this, 
** Not for thy life 

Mar. " What's life without* my honour? 

E 
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'• Could you transform yourfelf into a Gorgon, 

•• Or make that beardlefc face like Jupiter's,? 

** 1 would be heard in fpite of all your thunder. 

•• Oh pow'r of guilt! you fear to {land the teft 

*• Which virtue brings; like fores your vices (hake 

" Before this Roman healer : but by the gods 

*• Before I go I '11 rip the malady, 

" And let the venom flow before your eyes ; 

" This is a debt to the great Theodofius, 

•• The grandfather of your illuftrious blood, 

41 And then farewell for ever- ♦ 

TJ&r** " Prefuming Marcian ! 
u What canft thou urge againft my innocence ? 
" Thro* the whole courfe of all my harmlefs youth, 
" Ev'n to this hour, I cannot call to mind 
*' One wicked ac"fc which I have done to ftiame me. 

Man " This may be true ; yet if you give the fatty 
*• To other hands, and youT poor fubje£s fuffer, 
" Your negligence to them is as the caufe. 
41 Oh Theodofius ! credit me who know 
•* The world, and hear how foldiers cenfure kings. 
" In aftertimes, if thus you mould go on, 
" Your memory by warriours will be fcorn'd, 
44 As much as Nero or Caligula loath'd ; 
" They will defpife your floth and backward eafe 
•* More than they hate the others' cruelty. 
" And what a thing, ye gods! is fcorn or pity ? 
" Heap on me, Heav'n, the hate of all mankind, 
" Load me with malice, envy, deteftation, 
■" Let me be horrid to all appreheniion, 
*' And the world fhun me, fo I fcape but fcorn. 

. Theo. " Prithee no more. 

Mar. " Nay, when the legions make comparifoni, 
t$ And fay thus cruel Nero once refolv'd \ 

" On Galba's infurre&ion for revenge, 
" To give all France as plunder to the arms, 
" To poifon the whole fenate at a feaft, 
«« To burn the city, turn the wild beafts out, 
". Bears, lions, tigers, on the multitude, 
" That fo obftru&ing thofe that quench'd the fir« 
" He might at once deftroy rebellious Rome. 
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Tbeo. " Oh cruelty! why tell' ft thou me of this? 
" Am I of fuoh a barb'rous bloody temper ? 

Mar. Yet fome will fay this fhew'd he hati a fpirit, 
C( However fierce, avenging, and pernicious, 
" That favoured of a Roman : but for you, 
■ ""What can your partial fycophants invent 

" To make you room among the Emperours, 
> " Whofe utmoft is the fmalleft part of Nero, 
•' A petty player, one that can a& a hero, 
" And never be one ? Oh ye immortal godai . 
" Is this the old Cafarian majefty ? 
" Now in the name of our great Romulus 
11 Why fing you not and fiddle toe as he did, 
"Why have you not like Nero a Phenafcus, 
" One to take care of your celeftiai voice? 
" Lie on your back my Lord, and on your ftomach 
" Lay a thin plate of lead, abftain from fruits, * 
11 And when the bus'ncfs of the ftage is done 
" Retire with your looie friends to coftly banquets 
u While the lean army groans upon the ground. 

Tbeo* '* Leave me 1 fay, left I chaftife thee : 
" Hence, begone, I fay— 

Mar. " Not till you have heard me out— 
11 Build too, like him, a palace lin'd with gold* 
"As long and large as that to the Efquihne: 
11 Enclofe a pool too in it like the fea, 
" And at the empire's coft let navies meet ;. 
" Adorn your ftarry chambers too with gems ; 
*' Contrive the plated ceilings to turn round, 
" With pipes to caft ambrofial oils upon you ; 
," Confume vfith this prodigious vanity 
" In mere perfumes and odorous diftillations 
u Ofcfefkerces at once four hundred millions ; 
" Let naked virgins wait you at your table, 
" And wanton Cupids dance and clap their wings j, 
" No matter what becomes of the poor foldiers $ 
•• So they perform the drudgery they are fit for 
44 Why, let 'em ftarve for want of their arrears, 
u Drop as they go, and lie, like dogs, in ditches* 

Tbeo. ** Come, you are a traitor 

Mar. " Go to, you are a boy— - 
u Or by the gods— 

Ey 
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That. " If arrogance like this* 
44 And to the Emp'rour's face, mould fcapc unpum&M 
44 I'll write myfelf a coward — Die then villain, 
" A death too glorious for fo bad a man, 
" By Theodofius* hand, 

[Mareidh dtfarms him, but is wounded* 

Mar, Now Sir, where are you? 
M What in the name of all our Roman fpirits 
44 Now charms my hand from giving thee thy fate? 
" Has he not cut me off from all my honours, 
44 Torn my commiffions, mam'd me to the earth, 
44 Baniih'd the court, a vagabon'd for ever ? 
" Do not the foldiers hourly aflc it from me, 
44 Sigh their, own wrongs, and beg me to revenge 'em? 
41 What hinders now but that I mount the throne 
" A ad make to that this purple youth my foot (tool? 
44 The armies court me and my country's caufe ;. 
" The injuries of Rome aad Greece perfuade me. 
* 4 Shew but this Roman blood which he has drawn 
44 They '11 make me Emp'rour whether I will or no. 
44 Did not for lefs than this the latter Brutus, 
" Becaufe he thought Rome wrongful perfon head 
44 Againft his friend a black confpiracy, 
" And ftab the raajefty of all the world ? 

Theo, " Acl; as you pleafe, I am within your powV* 

Mar, " Did not the former Brutus for the crime 
44 Of Sextus drive old Tarquin from his- kingdom t 
•'And (hall this prince too, by permitting other* 
44 To aft their wicked wills and lawlefs pleafures 
44 Ravifh from the~empire its dear health, 
44 Wellbeing, happinefs, and ancient glory, 
44 Go on in this difhonourable reft ? 
" Shall he,. I fay, dream on while the ftarv'd troops 
44 Lie cold and waking in the winter camp, 
44 And like pin'd birds for want of fuftenance 
44 Feed on the haws and berries of the* field ? 
44 Oh, temper, temper me, ye gracious gods I 
44 Give to my hand forbearance, to my heart 
44 Its coaftant loyalty — I would but ihake him* 
44 Roufe him a little from this death of honour, 
44 A nd mew him what he mould bfi4 £4f&* 

Tbeo* " You accufe me 
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" As if I .wereifome monfter moft unheard of, 

" Firft as the ruin of the army, then 

94 Of taking your commiffion j but by Heav'n 

" I fwear, oh Marciari! this I never did, 

" Nor e'er intended -it: nor fay I this 

" To altertthyftem ufage ; for with what 

" Tho\i 'ft faidand done, and brought to my remembrance, 

M I grow already weary of my life. 

Man ** &ty Lord, I take your word— You do not know 
w The wounds which rage within your country's bowels, " 
" The horrid ufage of the fuff'ring ibldier t 
M But why will not our TheodoAus know ? 
u If you intruftithe government to others 
"That a&rriiefe crimes who but yourfelf 's to blame? 
<( Be witnefles ye gods 1 of my plaindealing, 
•' QfiMarcian's honefty, however degraded. 
" I thank youfor my banifhment $ but alas ! 
" My lofs is little to what foon will: follow: 
M Reflect but on yourfelf and your own joys; 
" Let not this lethargy for ever hold you. 
" , Tw38!rninour , d thro* the city that you lov'd, 
" That your ffpoufals (hould be folemniz'd, 
" When on a fudden here you fend your orders 
" That thisbright.favoorite, the lov'd Eudofia, 
" Should loleJrer head. 

Tbeo. " Oh hcav*n:and earth ! what fay'ft thou ? 
" That I have'JeaTd the death of my Eudofia ? 

Mar, " 'Tit your own hand and (ignet: yet I fwear 
" Tho* you have giv'n to female hands your fway, 
" And therefore*! as well as the whole army 
" For ever ougflt to curie all womankind, 
" Yet when the virgin came, as (he was doom'd, 
" And on the foaffald, for that purpofe rais'd, 
M Without the walls appear'd before the army— 

The*." What! on a fcaffold? Ha! before the army? 

Mar. " How quickly was the tide of fury turn'd 
94 To f oft companion and relent ingtears ! but when the axe 
" Sever'dthelbrighteft beauty of the earth 
H JFrcmiJthat fair body, had you heard the groan, 
" Which like. a peal of diftant thunder ran 
•• Thro* all the armed hoft, you would have thought, 
" By the immediate darknefs that fell round us, 

Eiij 
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" Whole Nature was concerned at fuch a fuff'ring, 
*• And all the gods were angry. 

Tbeo. "OhPulcherial 
" Cruel ambitious fitter, this mud be 
" Thy doing ! Oh, fupport me noble Marcian ! 
" Now, now '8 the time, if thou dar'ftftrike: behold 
*' I offer thee my hreaft ; with my lad breath 
" I '11 thank thee too if now thou draw'ft my blood* 
" Were I to live thy counfel mould direct me ; 
" But 'tis too late IBefwoont* 

Mar. He faints ! What, hoa there, Lueina! 
Enter Lucius. 
" My Lord the Emperour, Eudofia lives ! 
" She's here, or will be in a minute, moment; 
" Quick as a thought (he calls you to the temple. 

" Oil Lucius ! help 1 'ave gone too far — But fee r 

" He breathe* again — Eudofia has awak'd him. 

Tbeo. " Did you not name Eudofia £ 

Mar. " Yes, me lives; 
" I did but feign the dory of her death 
" To fin^how near you plac'd her to your heart ? 
" And may the gods rain all their plagues upon md 
" If ever I rebuke you thus again. 
" Yet 'tis moil certain that you fign'd her death* 
" Not knowing what the wife Pulcheria offer'd, 
" Who. left it in my hand to ftartle you : 
" But by my life and fame I did not think 
"•It would have touch'd your life* Oh pardon me* 
" Dear Prince! my Lord, my Emp'rour, royal Mafter? 
•* Droop not becaufe I utter'd fome rail* words, • 
•* And was a madman — By th' immortal gods 
" I love you as my foul; whate'er I faid 
" My thoughts were otherwife ^ believe thefc tears, 
" Which do not ufe to flow, all fhall be well : 
•• I fwear that there are feeds in that fweet temper 
" T* atone for all the crimesjn this bad age. 

Tbeo. " I thank thee— firfc for my Eudofia's life r 
" What but my love could have -call'd back that life ' 
" Which thou haft: made me hate ? And oh.! methougbt 
" 'Twas hard,, dear Marcian ! very hard from thee* 
" From him I ever rev'rene'd as my father, 
" To heax fo harih a meffage— «But no more * 
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•' We're friends— ^hy hand — Nay, if thou wilt not rife 

11 And let me fold my arms about thy neck 

" I '11 not believe thy love—In this forgive me : 

" Firft let me wed Eudoiia and we'll out ; 

" We will my general, and make amends 

.** For all that 's paft— Glory and Arms ye call, 

" And Marcian leads me on — 

Mar. " Let her not reft then— 
" Efpoufe her ftraight ; I '11 ftrike you at a heat : 
" May this great humour get large growth within you, 
" And be encourag'd by th' embold'ning gods. 
" Oh what a fight will this he to* the foldier, 
u To fee me bring you drefs'd in mining armour 
" To head the fhouting fquadronsl — Oh ye gods£> 
" Methinks I hear the echoing cries of joy, 
" The found of trumpets and the beat of drums— 
" I fee each ftarving foldier bound from earth, 
" As if fome god by miracle had rais'd him, 
" And.with beholding you grow fat again. 
"Nothing but gazing eyes and opening mouths, 
u Cheeks red with joy and lifted hands about you \ 
" Some wiping the glad tears that trickle down 
u With broken Ios, and with fobbing raptures 
" Crying* Ta arms!* he's come, our Emp'rour's come 
" To win the world 1— Why, is not this far better 
" Than lolling in a lady's lap, and fleeping, 
" Falling or praying ? Come, come, you (hall be merry f 
" And for Eudoiia ihe is your'a already : 
" Marcian has faid it Sir ; fhe (hall be your** 

Tbeo. i% Oh Marcian ! oh my brother, father, all i 
u Thou beft of friends, moft faithful counfellor,. 
u I '11 find a match for thee too ere I reft, 
M To make thee love me ; for when thou art with me 
,c Pm ftrong and well, but when thou'rt gone I'm no- 
thing." 

Enter Ath e n a rs meeting Th e odo s i u s. 

Tbeo. AiaSyEudofia! tell me what to fay ; 
For my full heart. can fcarce bring forth a word 
Of that which I have fworn to fee perform'd. 

Atl^e** I 'm pefe&ly obedient to your pleafure* 

Theo. Well then, I come to tell thee that Varanet 
Of all mankind k hearefL to m j heart : 
I love him, dear Eudoiia ! and to prove 
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That love on trial all my blood's too little: 
Ev'n thee, if I were fore to die this moment, 
(As Heav'n. alone can tell how far my fate 
Is off) oh ! thou my foal's moil tender joy, 
With my lad breath I Would bequeath him thee. 

Athen. Then youarepleas'd my JLord to y ield metelmn.. 

Tbeo. No, my Eudofia, no ; I will not yield thee 
While I have life ; for worlds I will not yield thee : 
* Yet thus far I 'm engaged to let thee know 
He loves thee, Athenais, more than ever ; 
He languiihes, defpairs, and dies, like me, 
And I have pafs'd my word that he fti all fee thee. 

Athen. Ah, Sir ! what have you done againft yourfelf 

And me r 

•• Why will you trull me, who .am now afraid 
*• To tFufi myfelf ?— why do yau leave me naked 
•• To an afiault, who had made proof my virtue 
" With this lure guard never to fee him more ?* 
For oh i with trembling agonies I fpeak it, 
I cannot 'fee a prince wham once >1 lov'd 
Bath'd in hit grief, and gafping atiny feet 
" In all the violent trances of defpair," 
Without a furrow that perhaps may end me. 

Theo. Oh, ye feverer Pow'rs ! too cruel Fate t 
Did ever love tread fuch a maze before ? 
Yet, Athenais, ftill I truft thy virtue ; 
But if thy bleeding heart cannot refrain, 
Give, give thyfelf away ; yet ftifl Temember ^ 
That moment Theodafius is no more 

{JBxit Tbfodofius. 

Atben^ Now glory, now, if ever l&ou didft work 
In woman's mind, affiftne — "Oh, my. heart! 
•• Why ddft thou throb as if thou wert a-breaking ? 
• ".Down, down, I fay ; think on thy injuries, 
M Thy wrongs, thy wrongs — 'Tis well my eyes are dry, 
" And ail within my bofom now is ftill/* 

Enter Varan bs leaning on Ar anth ts. 
Ha ! is this he ? or is *t Varanes' ghoft ? 
He looks as.if he had befpoke his grave, 
Trembling and pale. I muft not dare to view him % 
For oh! I fed his melancholy here, 
And fear I {hall too foon partake his ficknef*. « 
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Far. Thus to the angry gods offending mortals, 
Made fenfible by fome fevere affliction 
How all their crimes are regifter'd in heav'n, 
" In that nice court where no rafh word efcapes, 
" But ev'n extravagant thoughts are all fet down ;'* 
Thus the poor penitents with fear approach 
The rev'rend fhrincs, and thus for mercy bow ; [Knccli. 
Thus melting too they wafti the hallow'd earth* 
And groan to be forgiv'n 
Oh Emprek! oh Eudofia! fuch you're now: 
Thefe are your titles, and I mull not dare 
Ever to call you Athenais- more. 

Athen. Rife, rife, my Lord, let me entreat you rife $ 
I will not hear you in that humble pofture ; 

Rife, or I muft withdraw The world will blufh 

For you and me ftiould it behold a prince 
Sprung from immortal Cyrus on his knees 
Before the daughter of a poor philofopher. 

Var. 'Tis juft, ye righteous gods ! my doom is juft f 
Nor will I ftrive to deprecate her anger.. 
Ifpoffible I'll aggravate my crimes,. 
That (he may rage till (he has broke my heart ; 
For all I now defirc — " and let the gods, 
." Thofe cruel gods that join to my undoing, 
" Be witneifes to this unnatural wifh," 
Is to fall dead without a wound before her. 

Athen. Oh, ye known founds! but I ffluft fteel my fouf. 

" Methinks thefe robes, my Delia, are too heavy." 
Van Not worth a word, a look, or one regard! 
" Is then the nature of my fault fo heinous, 
*' That when. I come to take my eternal leave 
" You 'U not vouehfafe to view me ? This is fcora 
" Which the fair foul of gentle Athenais 

" Would ne'er have harbour'd 

" Oh ! for the fake of him whom you ere long 

" Shall hold as faft as now your wifhes form him,** 

Give me a patient hearing ; for however 

I talk of death, and feem to loathe my life, 

I would delib'rate with my fate a while, . 

With fnatching glances eye thee to the laft, 
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Paufe o'er a loft like that of Athenais, 
And parley with my ruin. 

Athen. Speak my Lord ; 
To hear you is the Emperour's command 1 
And for that caufe I readily obey. 

Var. The Emperour, the Emperour^s command ! 
And for that caufe (he readily obeys! 
I thaak you Madam, that on any terms 
You condcfccnd to hear me ■ 
Know then, Eudofia, ah, rather let me call thee 
By the lov d name of Athenais dill ! * 
•* That name that I fo often have invok'd, 
" And which was once aufpicioua to my vows, 
•* So oft' at midnight figh'd among the groves 
•' The river's murnfur and the echo's burden, 
" Which ev'ry bird could fing and wind did bear; 
" By that dear name I make this protestation, 
" By all that's good on earth or blefs'd in heav'a*" 
I fwear I love thee more, far more, than ever* 
With confeious blufhes too, here help me gods! 
Help me to tell her, tho' to my confufion 
And everlafting fhame, yet I muft tell her, 
I lay the Perfian crown before her feet. 

Athen. My Lord I thank you, andt' exprefs thofe thanks 
As nobly as you offer 'em I return 
The gift you make ; nor will I now upbraid you, 
With the example of the Emperour; 
Not but I know 'tis that that draws you on 
Thus to defcend beneath yourmajefty 
And fwell the daughter x>f a poor philofopher 
Witli hopes of being great. 

Var. Ah Madam ! ah ! you wrong me : by the gods 
I had repented ere I knew the Emp'rour 

Athen. You find perhaps too late that Athenais, 
However flighted for her birth and fortune, 
Has fomething in her perfon and her virtue 
Worth the regard of emperours themfelves j 
And to return the compliment you gave 
"" My father, Leontine, that poor philofcpher, 
Whofe utmoft glory is to 'ave been your tutor* 
I here proteit by virtue and by glory, 
I fwear by Heav'n and all the Pow'rs divine* 
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Th' abandoa'd daughter of that poor old man 
Shall ne'er be featedon the throne of Cyrus. 

Far. Oh, death to all my hopes! what, haft thoufworn 
To turn me wild ? Ah, curied throne of Cyrus ! 
Would thou hadft been o'crturn'd and laid in duft, 
His crown too thunderftruck, my father, all 
The Perfian race, like poor Darius ruin'd, 
Blotted, and fwept for ever from the world, 
When firft ambition Halted thy remembrance—* 

Athau Oh Heav'n ! I had forgot the bafe affront 
Offer'd by this proud man ; a wrong fo great 
It is remov'd beyond all hope of me*rcy : 
He haddefign'd to bribe my father's virtue, 

And by unlawful means 

Fly from my fight, left I become a Furyj 

And break thole rules of temp 'ranee I proposed: 

Fly, fly, Varanes! fly this facred place, 

Where virtue and religion are profef6*d ; 

*' This city will not harbour infidels, 

u Traitors to chaftity, licentious princes: 

« Begone 1 (ay ; thou canft not here be fafe :" 

Fly to imperial libertines abroad ; 

In foreign courts thou 'It find a thoufand beautiet * 

iThat wilt compry for gold ; for gold they '11 weep, 

For gold be fond as Athenais was, 

And charm thee (till as if theylov'd indeed. 

" Thou 'It find enough companions too for riot, 

" Luxuriant all, and royal as thyfelf, 

" Tho' thy loud vices fhould refound to heav'n. 

u Art thou not gone yet? 

Far. ** No, I am charnVd to hear you. 
"Oh! from my foul I do confefs myfelf 
u The very blot of honour — I am more black 
4t Than thou in all thy heat of juft revenge 
" With all thy glorious eloquence can make me/* 

Athen. Away Varanes ! 

Far* Yes, Madam, I am going—— 
Nay, by the gods I do not afk thee pardon, 
Nor while I live will I implore thy mercy ; 
But when I 'm dead, if as thou doft return 
With happy Theodofius from the temple, 
If as thou go'ft in triumph thro' the ftreets/ 
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Thou chanoc to meet the cold Varanes there, 

Borne by his friends to his eternal home, 

Slop then, oh Athenais ! and behold me ; 

Say as thou hang'ft about the Emp'rour's neck 

Alas ! my Lord ! this fight is worth our pity. 

If to thofe pitying words thou add a tear, 

Or give one parting groan— —if poffiMe, 

If the good gods will grant my foul the freedom, 

I'll leave my (hroud, and wake from death to thank thee* 

Athen* He (hakes my resolution from the bottom; 
My bleeding heart too fpeaks in his behalf, 
And fays my virtue has been too fevere. 

Far. Farewell, oh Emprefs ! no Athenais now ; 
I will not call thee by that tender name, 
Since cold defpair begins to freeze my bofom, 
And all my pow'rs are now refolv'd on death. 
4t 'Tis faid that from my youth I have been rafli, 
" Cholerick and hot; but let the gods now judge 
4< By my laft wifh if ever patient man 
" Did calmly bear fo great a loft as mine?" 
Since 't is fo doom'd by Fate you muft be wedded, 
For your own peace, when I am kid inearth, 
Forget that e'er Varanes had a being j 
Turn all your foul to TheodofiU6* bofom t 
Continue, gods ! their days, and make them long; 
Ludna wait upon their fruitful Hymen, 
And many children beauteous as the mother, 
And pious as the father, make 'em fmile. 

Athen. Oh Heav'nsl v 

Far. Farewell 1 '11 trouble you no more; ' 

The malady that 's lodg'd within grows ftronger.; 
I feel the fhock of my approaching fate ; 
My heart too trembles at his diftant march ; 
Nor can I utter more if you mould afk me. 
Thy arm* Aranthes — Oh, farewell for ever ! 

Athen. Varanes, ftay ; atid ere you go for ever 
Let me unfold my heart. 

Far. O Athenais ! 
What further cruelty haft thou in (tore 
To add to what I fuffer ? 

Athen. Since 't is doom'd 
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That we mull part, let 's part as lovers fliotild, 
As thofe that have lov'd long and loved well. 

Far. Art thou To good, oh i Athenais, oh ! 

Athen. Firft, from my foul I pity and forgive you^ 

I pardon you that hafty little errour, 

Which yet has been the caufe of both our ruins: 
And let this forrow witnefsfor my heart 
How eagerly I wifli it had not been ; 
And fince I cannot keep it take it all ; 
Take all the love, oh Prince! I ever bore yonj 
" Or if 'tis pojfible I'll give you more : 
u Your noble carriage forces this confeflion, 
" I rage, I burn, I bleed, I die, for love ! 
•" I am diftra&ed with this world of paffion. 

Far. " Gods ! cruel gods ! take notice I forgive you. 

Athen. " Alas ! my Lord, my weaker tender fex 
* Has not your manly patience, cannot curb 
" This fury in ; therefore I let it loofe $ 
u Spite of my rigid duty I will fpeak 

II With all the dearneft of a dying lover." 
Farewell, moll lovely and moft lov'd of men - ■ ■» 
Why comes this dying palenefs o'er thy face i 
Why wander thus thy eyes? why doft thou bend, 
As if the fatal weight of death were on thee ? 

Far. Speak yet a little more ; for by the gods, 
And as I prize thofe blefled happy moments, 
7 fwear, oh Athenais ! all is well : 
X)h, never better ! 

Athen. I doubt thee, dear Varanes ! 
Yet if thou dy'ft I mall not !ong be from thee. 
Once more farewell, and take thefe laft embraces. 
Oh, I could crufh him to my heart ! Farewell ; 
And as a dying pledge of my laft love 
Take this, which all thy pray'rs could never charm* 
What have J done? Oh ! lead me, lead me, Delia ! 
Ah prince, farewell! angels protect and guard thee] 

Far. Turn back, oh Athenais ! and behold me ; 
Hear my laft words, and then farewell for ever. 
Thou haft undone me more by this confeffion : 
You fay, you fwear, you love me more than ever; 
Yet I muft fee you marry'd to another : 
Can there be any plague or hell like this ! s 
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Oh Athenais i whither (hall I turn mc? 

You 'ave brought me back to life ; but oh ! what life? 

To a life more terrible than thoufand deaths. 

Like one that had been bury'd in a trance 

With racking Harts he wakes, and gazes round, ") 

Forc'd by defpair his whirling limbs to wound, > 

" And bellow like a fpirit under ground,'* J 

Still urg'd by Fate to turn, to tofs and rave, 

Tormented, dafh'd, and broken, in the grave. [Exeunt. 



ACTV, 

Athenais drefi'd in imperial robes'^ and crown? d; a taluk. 
with a bowl of poifon, Delia attending. 

. Athenais. ' 

A Midnight marriage ! Mud I to the temple 
Thus at the murd'rer's hour? 'Ti§ wondrous ftrange! 
But fo, thou fay'ft, my father has commanded, 
And that's a mighty reafon. 

Delia. The Emp'roar, in compaifion to the prince, 
Who would perhaps By to extravagance 
If he iii publick mould refolve to efpoufe you, 
Contriv'd by this clofe marriage to deceive him. 

Athen. 'Tis well; retire, 
" Go fetch thy lute, and ting thofe lines I gave thee." 

[Exit Deli* 
So, now I am alone ; yet my foul makes; 
For where this dreadful draught may carry me 
The Heav'ns can only tell ; yet I *m refolv'd 
To drink it off in fpite of confequence. 
Whifper him, oh fome angel ! what I 'm doing 5 
By fy mpathy of foul let him too tremble 
To hear my wondrous faith, my wondrous love^ 
" Whofe fpirit not content with an ovation 
*' Of ling'ring fate, with triumph thus refoiv'd, 
" Thus in the rapid chariot of the foul, 
" To mount and dare as newer woman dar\L [Drmls* 
" 'Tis done— hafte, Delia, hafte— come, bring thy lute, 
*' And fing my waftage to immortal joys. 
" Methinks I cann't but fmileat my own bravery; 
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" Thus from my loweft fortune rais'd to empire, 

** Crown'd and adorn 'd, worfhipp'd by half the earth, 

" While a young monarch dies for my embraces, 

" Yet now to wave the glories of the world"— 

Oh my Varanes ! tho* my birth 's unequal, 

My virtue Aire has richly recompensed, 

And quite outgone example ! 

SONG. 

4t Ah, cruel bloody fair! 

M What canft thou now do more ? 

"Alas! 'tis all too late 

*« Philander to re (tore ! 

«' Why fhould the heav'nly pow'rs perfuade 

" Poor mortals to believe 

• € That they guard us here 

*• And reward us there, 

" Yet all our joys deceive ? 

•• Her poignard then flie took 

" And held it in her hand, 

** And with a dying look 

•* Cry'd, Thus I Fate commands 

" Philander, ah, my love 1 1 come 

•' To meet thy (hade below ; 

** Ah, I come ! flie cry*d, 

** With a wound fo wide 

•« There needs no fecond blow* 

" In purple waves her blood 

** Ran ftreaming down the floor, 

*' Unmoved (he faw the floor, 

" And blefs'd-hcr dying hour : 

" Philander ! ah Philander! ftiil 

*• The bleeding Phillis cry'dj 

" She wept a while 

" And flie fore'd a fmile, 

*« Then dos'd her eyes and dy'd." 

Enter Pulchw A. 
Pukh. How fares my dear Eudofia ? Ha ! thou look'ft, 
Orelfe the tapers cheat my fight, like one 
That 's fitter for thy tomb than Csefar's bed : 
A fatal forrow dims thy Jhaded eyes, 
And in defpite of all thy Ornaments 
Thou feem'ft to me the ghoit of Athenais. 
Athcn* And what *s the punifliment, my dear Pulcherial 

Fij 
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What torments are allotted thofe fad fpirits 
Who groaning with the burden of defpair 
No longer will endure the cares of life, 
But boldly fet themfelvcs at liberty, 
4< Thro' the dark caves of death to wander on, 
" Like wilderM travellers without a guide* 
"Eternal rovers in the gloomy maze, 
"Where fcarce the twilight of an infant moon, 
" By a faint glimmer checkering thro' the trees, 
•* Reflects to difmal view the walking ghofts, 
44 And never hope to reach the blefled fields ?* 

Pulcb. No more o' that ; Atticus fhall refolve thee : 
But fee, he waits thee from the Emperour ; 
Thy father ted attends. 

Enter Leon tine, Atticus, 6f*. 

Leon. Come Athenais — Ha! what now, in tears? 
Oh, fall of honour! but no more. I charge thee, 
I charge thee, as thou everhop'ft my bleffing 
Or fear'ft my curfe, to banifh from thy foul 
All thoughts, if poffible the memory, 
Of that ungrateful prince that has undone thee. 
Attend me to the temple on this inftant v « 

To make the Emp'rour thine, this night to wed hiA> '. 
•* And lie within his arms." ^ 

Atben. Yes, Sir, I 'II go— ■ * 
Let me but dry my eyes and I will go ; 
Eudofia, this unhappy, bride, (hall go: 
Thus like a victim crown'd and doom'd to bleed*- 
1 '11 wait you to the altar, wed the Emp'rour, 
44 And if he pleafes He within his arms.'* 

Leon. Thou art my child again. 

Athen* But do not, Sir, imagine any charms 
Or threat'nings (hall* compel me 
Never to think of poor Varanes more^. 
No, my Varanes ! no 

% While I have breath I will remember thee ; 
To thee alone I will my thoughts confine. 
And all my. meditations mall be thine : 
41 The image of thy woes my foul (hall fill, 
" Fate and my end, and-thy remembrance fiill. 
As in fome poplar made the nightingale 
*? With piercing moantdoes her loft young bewail, 
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" Which the rough hind obferving as they lay 
" Warm in their downy neft had ftoPn away ; 
" But fhe in mournful founds does ftill complain, 
" Sings all the night, tho* all her fongs are vain, 
" And ftill renews her miferable ftrain." 
Yes, my Varanes ! till my death comes on 
Shall fad Eudofia thy dear lofs bemoan. [Exeunt* 

Enter Varanes. 

Far. 'Ti8 night, dead night, and weary Nature lies 
So faft as if (he never were to rife ; 
No breath of wind now whifpers thro* the trees, 
No noife at land nor murmur in the feas; 
" Lean wolves forget tq howl at night's pale noon, 
*' No wakeful dogs bark Bt the filent moon, 
11 Nor bay the ghofts that glide with horrour by 
w To view the caverns where their bodies lie; 
" The ravens perch and no prefages give, 
u Nor to the windows of the dying cleave ; 
u The owls forget to fcreanr; no midnight found 
" Calls drowfy Echo from the hollow ground ; 
" In vaults the walking fires extinguifh'd lie, 
41 The ftars, heav'n's fentry, wink, and feem to die ?* 
Such univerfal file nee fpreads below 
Thro' the vaft (hades where I am doom'd to go* 
Nor (hall I need a f iolence to wound, 
The ftornv is here that drives me on the ground ? 
Sure means to make the foul and body part, 
A burning fever and a broken heart* * 

Whatt, hoa, AranthesJ 

. Enter Aranthes. 
I fent thee to th' apartment of Athenais— —— 
* I fent thee/' did I not, •■ to be admitted*" 

Aran. You did my Lord ; but oh I 
I fear to give you an account* 

Far. Alas, 
Aranthes M am got on t* pther fide 
Of this bad world, and now am paft all fear. ' 
Oh ye avenging gods ! is there a plague 
Among your hoarded bolts and heaps of vengeance' 
Beyond the mighty lofs of Athenais ? 
*Tis contradi&ion! — Speak then, fpeak Aranthes* 
Foralfmisfortune if compar'd with that 
Will make Varanea fmi k » 

Fiij 
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Aran. My Lord, the Emprefs 
Crown'd and adorn 'd with the imperial robes*. 
At this dead time of night, with filent pomp, 
As they defign'd from all to keep it fecret* 
But chiefly fure from you ; I fay the Emprefs 
Is now conducted by the general, 
Atticus, and her father, to the temple,. 
There to efpoufe the Emp'roiur Theodofiua. 

Kar. Say*ft thou I Is 't certain ? Ha ! 

Aran. Moft certain Sir! I faw them in proceffion. 
/ Far. Give me thy fword. Malicious Fate ! Qh Fortune! 
Oh giddy Chance i Oh turn of love andgreatnefs ! 
Marry 'd — flie has kept her promife now indeed ;, 
And oh ! her pointed fame and. nice revenge 
Have reach'd their end. No, my Araathes, no ; 
I will not ftay the lazy execution 
Of a flow fever. Give me thy hand, and fwear 
By all the love- and duty that thou ow'ft me 
T* obfenre the lad commands that I (hall gvit thee ^ 
Stir not againil my purpofe* as thou fear'ft 
My anger aqd difdain ; nor dare t' oppofe me 
With troubleforae unneceffary formal reafons, 
For what my thought has doom'd my hand (hall feaL 
I charge thee hold it ftedfaft. to my heart, 
Fix'd as the fate that throws me on the point. 
Tho* I have litfd a Perfian, I will fall 
As fair, as fearlefs, and as full refolv'd*. 
As any Greek or Roman of thera all.. t 

1 Aran, .What you command is terrible, but facred* 
And to atone for thjs too cruel duty, . 
My LorcU-I'll follow yon ■ ■ » ■ . 

Var. I charge thee not; . 
But when I am dead take the- attending flavev 
And bear me with my blood xtiftilling down 
Straight to the temple : lay me, oh Aranthe&i' 
Lay my cold corfe at Athenais^feet, 
And fay, oh why ! why do ray*, eyes- run o'eri 
Say with my lateft gafp I groan 'd for pardon. 
Juft here* my fciend ; hold fail, andfi x the fword \. 
I feel the art'ry where the lifeblood lies-; 
It heaves againft the point— Now, oLye gods 4 
If for the greatly wretched you have room 
Prepare my place ; for dauatlefs. lo I come ;. 
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The force of love thus makes the mortal wound. 

And Athenais fends me to the ground. [Kills him/elf. 

8c eh t, the outward part of the temple* 

Jfa/irPuLCHE&iA and Julia at one door y Marc i ah and 
Lu ciu s at another. 

Puieh. " Look, Julia, fee the penfive Marcian comes : 
c< 'Tis to my wifh ; I muft no longer lofe htm,. 
" Left he mould leave the court indeed. He looks 
•• As if fome mighty fecret work'd within him 
u And laboured for a vent — Infpire me woman ! 
" That what my foul defires above the world 
li May fcem impos'd and forc'd on my affections. 

Luc. " I fay (he loves you, and (he flays to hear it 
u From your own mouth — Now in the name 

* Of all the goda at once my Lord, why axe you filent* 
M Take heed Sir, mark your opportunity, 

" For if the woman lays it in your way 
" And you o'erfee it (he is loft for ever. 

Mar. " Madam, I come to take my eternal leave; 
" Your doom has baniih'd me, and I obey* 
" The court and I make hands, and now we part* l 

•* Never to fee each other more ;.the court 
" Where I was born and bred a gentleman, 

* No more, till your illuftrioua bounty rais'd mc h 
u And drew the earthborn vapour tothe clouds : 
" But as the gods ordain'd it I have loft, 

*• I know not how, thro' ignorance, your grace, 
M Andjoow the exhalation of my glory 
" Is quite confum'd and vanifh'd into air. 

Pukh. " Proceed Sir. 

Mar. " Yet let thofe gods that doom'd me to difpleafe 
" Be witnefles how much I honour yo u [y°t* 

" Thus worihipping, I fwear .by your bright felf 
" I leave this infamous court with more content* 
" Than fools and .flatt'rera feek it; but oh Heav'n J 
" I cannot go if ftill your hate purfues roe ; * • 
" Yes, ,1 declare it isimpoffible. 
*• To go to banifhment without your pardon. 

Pukh. " You have it Marcian : is there ought befidtf • 
11 That you would- fpeak» for. I am free to hear. 

Mar. " Since I fhal] never fee you more, what hinder! 
*' But myJaft.WfOrds.mppldiiere proteft the. truth? 
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° Know then, imperial princefs, matchlefi wdman ! . 
" Since firft you caft your eyes upon my meannefs, 
" Ev'n till you rais*d me to my envy'd height, 
rt I have in fecret lov'd you 

Pulch. " Is this Marcian ? 

Mar. " You frown, but I am ftill prcpar'd for all; 
" I fay I lov'd you, and I love you ftill, 
" More than my life, and*equal to my glory. 
•' Me thinks the warring fpirit that infpires 
*• This frame, the very Genius of old Rome, 
•• That makes me talk without the fear of death, 
" And drites my daring foul to ads of honour, 
•* Flames in your eyes ; our thoughts too are akin, 
•• Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for glory. 
•• Now by the gods I lov'd you in your fury, 
u In all the thunder that quite riv'd my hopes; 
•• I lov'd you moft ev'n when you did deftroy me. 
•' Madam, I 'ave fpoke my heart, and could fay more, 
•* But that I fee it grieves you ; your high blood 
•• Frets at the arrogance and feucy pride 
•• Of this bold vagabond— May the gods forgive me— 
11 Farewell— a worthier general may fuccecd mc, 
•• But none more faithful to the Emp'rour*s intereft 
r< Than him you're pleas'dto call the traitor Marcian, 

Pulch. " Come back ; you'ave fubtily playM your fail 
u For firft theEmp'rour, whom you latelyfchooPd, .[indeed} 
" Reftores you your commiulon ; next commands you, 
■ •• As you're a fubjeA, not to leave the court : 
" Next, but oh Heav'n ! which way (hall I exprefc 
41 His cruel pleafure ! he that is fo mild 
*• In all things elfe, yet obfttnate ii> this, 
u Spite of my tears, my birth, and my difdain, 
" Commands me, as I dread his high difpleafure, 
** Oh Marcian ! to receive you as my hufband. 

Mar. " Ha Lucius ! what does my Fate intend? 

Luc. a Purfue her Sir ; 't is as I faid i (he yields*. 
" And rages that you follow her no fafter. 

Pulch. " Is then, at laft, my great authority 
*• And my intrufted pow'r declin'd to this? 
" Yet, oh my Fate ! what way can I avoid it? 
M He charg'd me ftraight to wait him to the temple, 
* And there refolve, oh Marcian ! on this marriage* 
** Now, gen'rous foldier, as you 're truly noble* 
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" Oh help me forth, loft in this labyrinth ; 

" Help me to loofe this more than Gordian knot, 

" And make me and yourfelf for ever happy. 

Mar. " Madam, I Ml fpeak as briefly as I can, 
" And as a foldier ought: the only way 
" To help this knot is yet to tie it fafter. 
" Since then the Emp'rour has refolv'd you mine, 
" For which I will for ever thank the gods, 
"And make this holyday thro'out my life, 
" I take him at his word, and claim his promife; 
" The empire of the world /hall not redeem you. 
" Nay, weep not Madam ; tho' my outlide *s rough, 
" Yet by thofe eyes your foldier has a heart 
41 Companionate and tender as a virgin's ; 
" Ev'n now it bleeds to fee thofe falling forrows; 
•• Perhaps this grief may move the Emperour 
" To a repentance : come then to the trial, 
•* For. by my arms, my life, and dearer honour, 
" If you go back when giv'n me by his hand 
" In diftant wars my fate I will deplore, 
" And Marxian's name fhall ne'er be heard of more. 

. I ;Scenj, the temple. \ < , z 

Theodosius, Athenais, Arrfhvs jnningtbeir hands— - 
Marcian, Fulcheria, Lucius, Julia, Delia, &c. 

Leontine. 

Attic. The more than Gordian knot is ty'd 
Which Death's ftroog arm fhall ne'er divide, 
For when to bin's ye wafted are 
f Your fpirits fhall be wedded there. 
Waters are loft and fires will die, 
But love alone can Fate defy. 

Enter Aranthes with the tody o/*Varanis. 

Aran. Where is the Emprefs ? where fhall I find Eudofia ? 
By Fate I 'm fent to tell that cruel beauty 
She has robb'd the world of Fame : her eyes have giv'ir 
A blail to the big bloflom of the war ; 
Behold him there nipp'd in his flow'ry morn, 
Compell'd to break his promife of a day, 
A day that conqueft would have made her boaft* 
Behold her laurel withered to the root, 
Canker'd and kili'd by, Athenais* (corn. 

Athen. Dead, dead, Varanes! 
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Tbeo. u Ob ye eternal Pow'rs 
'* That guide the world ! why do you (hock our reafoa 
" With acts like thefe, that lay our thoughts in duft? 
*' Forgive me, Heav'n, this ft art, or derate 
" Imagination more, and make it nothing." 
Alas, alas ! Varanes ! But fpeak, Aranthes, 
The manner of his fate. " Groans choke my words— 
1C But fpeak, and we will anfwer thee with tears." 

Aran, His fever would, no doubt, by this have done 
What fome few minutes pad his fword performed. 
He heard from me your progrefs to the temple, 
How you defign*d at midnight to deceive him 
By a clandeftine marriage: but my Lord, 
Had you beheld his racks at my relation, 
Or had your emprefs feen him in thofe torments, 
When from his dying eyes fwol'n to the brim 
The big round drops roll'd down his manly face, 
When from his hollow'd breaft a murm'ring crowd 
Of groans rufh'd forth, and echo'd All is well} 
Then had you feen him, oh ye cruel gods! 
Rufh on the fword I held againft his breaft, 
And dye it to the hilts with thefe laft words- 
Bear me to Athenais 

At ben ^ Give me way my Lord; 
.1 have mod ftri&ly kept my promife with yout 
I am your bride, and you can afk no more : 
Or if you did J 'm paft the pow'r to give- 
But here, oh here 1 on his cold bloody breaft 
Thus let me breathe my laft. 

Theo. OhEmprefs ! what,what can this tranfport mcaa ? 
Are thefe our nuptials, thefe my promis'd joys ? 

Athen, Forgive me, Sir, this laft refpeft I pay 
Thefe fad remains — And oh, thou mighty fpiriU 
If yet thou art not mingled with the ftars, 
Look down and hear the wretched Athenais, 
When thou (halt know before I gave confent 
To this indecent marriage I bad taken 
Into my veins a cold and deadly draught, 
" Which foon would render me, alas! unfit 
" For the warm joys of an imperial lover, 
" And make me ever thine, yet keep my word 
•»« With Theodofius," wilt thou not forgive met 
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Tbco. PoifonM, to free thee from the Emperour ! 
Oh Athenais ! thou had done « deed 
That tears my heart ! "What have I done againft thee 
" That thou (houldft brand me thus with infamy 
" And everlafting (hame ? thou might 'ft have made 
41 Thy choice without this cruel act of death : 
u I left thee to thy will, and in requital — 
u Thou haft murder'd all my fame." 

Athen. Oh, pardon me ! 
I lay my dying body at your feet, 
And beg, my Lord, with my laft fighs intreat yov # 
T' impute the fault, if 'tis a fault, to love, 
And the ingratitude of Athenais, 
To her too cruel ftars. Remember, too, 
I begg'd you would not let me fee the prince, 
Prefaging what has happened; yet my word 
As to our nuptials was inviolable. 

Theo* Ha! fliers going!—" fee her languifhing eye* 
n Draw in their beams ! " the fleep of death is on her, 

Athen. " Farewell, my Lord." Alas, alas ! Varaaes ! 
T* embrace thee now is not immodefty, . 
Or if it were I think my bleeding heart 
Would make me criminal in death to clafp thee, 
■" Break all the tender niceties of honour 
*' To fold thee thus, and warm thee into life, 
" For oh, what man like him could woman move !" 
Oh prince belov'd ! oh fpirit moft divine ! 
Thus by my death I give thee all my love, 
And feal my foul and body ever thine- [Dies. 

Tkeo. Oh Marcian ! oh Pulcheria ! did not the Pow'r 
Whom we adore plant all his thunderbolts 
Againft felfmurd'rers I would perifh too ; 
But as I am I fwear to leave the empire. ' 

To thee, my fifter, I bequeath the world, 
And yet a gift more' great, the gallant Marcian : 
On then, my friend, now (hew thy Roman fpirit ! 
As to her fex fair Athenais was 
Be thou to thine a pattern of true honour : 
Thus we '11 atone for all the preffcht crimes, 
That yet it may be faid in aftertimes 
No age with fuch examples could compare, 
So great, fo good, fo virtuous, and fo fair. [Exeunt* 



EPILOGUE. 

J. HR1CE happy they that never wrote before; 

How pleas* d and bold they quit the faferfboreJ 

Like fame new captain of the city bands 

That with big looks in Fin/bury commands 9 

Swell* d with huge ale he cries, Beat, beat, the drums 

Pox' o 9 the French ling I Uds-bud ! let him come; 

Give me ten thoufand redcoats and alloa I 

We 'UJirk his Crequi and his Conde too. 

Thus the young fcribblers mankind* sfenfe difdam 9 

For igthrancc isfure to make 'em vain ; 

But far from vanity or dang'rous pride 

Our cautious Poet courts you to Ins fide; 

For whyfhouldyou befcorn'dto whom are due 

All the good days that ever authors knew t 

If ever gay *t is you that make $ em fine s 

The pit and boxes make the poet dine, 

And he fear ce drinks but of the critick's wines 

Old writersfhould not for vaingloryflrive 9 

But like old miflreffet think how to thrive, 

Be fond of ev ry thbtg their keepers fay. 

At leqfi till they can live without a play ; 

Like one who knows the trade and has been bit, 

She dotes and fawns upon her wealthy cit, 

Andfwearsfhe loves him merely for his wit. 

Another, more untaught than a Walloon, 

Antick and ugly, like an old baboon, 

She J wears is an accompli/h'd beau-garcon; 

Turns with all winds, and fails with alldefires ; 

All hearts in city, town, and court, fhe fires, 

Toung callow lords, lean knights, and driv' ling fquires, 

She in re/ifilefsflattWy finds her ends, 

Gives thanks for fools, and makes ye all her friends. 

Sofhould wife p oetsfooth an awkward age, 

For they are proflitutes upon theflage. 

Tofland on points werefooli/h and illbred 

As for a lady to be nice in bed; 

Tour wills alone mujl their performance meafure* 

And you may turn *em ev'ry way for pleafure. 

From the APOLLO PRESS, 
by the MARTINS, 
April 10. 1784. 
4 THE END* 
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CHJRACTERI3TICKS. 
And lhall we tamely yield ourfelvea to bondage— Bow down before thefe bol y purple tyrant* 
And bid 'em tread upon our flavifli necks— No j let tbit faithful freeborn Englilh hand— 
rft dig my grave in liberty and honour— Tho' I found but one more thus refolv'd— That 
neft man and I would die together— Ha ! Pembroke ! that it a bar which thwarts my way 
Bis fiery temper muft be met with foft and fupple arts— With crouching courtefy and ho- 
y*d words— Noble Pembroke!— By the honour of my name I fwear— I know not one of 
our EngHfh pee r s W hom I would chufx for beft friend like Pembroke ! NORTMUMB. 
I know not what my fecret foul prefagea— But fomething feems to whifper me within—* 
sat we nave been too hafty. For my felf— I wifli this matter had been yet delay 'd, SUFFOLK. 
If the fword be drawn one mutt fall— Oh Pembroke! I have borne thee true unfeign'd af- 
Eclon— Aa fure as thou baft wrong'd me I am come— In tendernefs of friendship to pre* 
ire thee—And fence thee from definition with my life— To lave the man whom my foul 
res from death— Give me arms! I-will preferve my country— Ev'n in her own defpitc— 
sre 1 will grow the bulwark of my queen— Not flull the hand of Violence profane thee— 
ittl my breaft hate borne a thoufand wounds— Till this torn mangled body fink at once— 
heap of purple ruin at thy feet. GUILFORD. 

Dh ! generous youth !— What can a heart ftubborn and fierce like mine— Return to all thy 
•jetnefs— Yet I wou'd— 4 wou'd be grateful*— My temper, difdaining Reafoa and her laws 
•Like ell thou canft imagine wild and furious— Now drives me headlong on, now whirls 
1 back—And hurls my unftable flitting foal— To ev'ry mad extreme— Give me ven- 
ia ce Give me to tell that foft deceiver Guilford— Thus, traitor,. haft thou done— 'Tis 
— 'tis truth— 1 fee his honeft heart— His virtues flaih— They break at once on my afto. 
b'd fool— My fad repenting heart I— Oh ! iet me fly ; bear me thou fwift impalierice 
•And lodge me in my faithful Guilford's arms — That I may fnatch thee from the greedy 
eve— That X may warm his gentle heart with joy — And talk to bim of life, of life and 
tdon~ This wondrous paUv-Let thefe be happy-.While I reflgn to them my (hare of 
ipplnefs— -Contented Hill to want what they enjoy— And Angly to be wretched— Blafted 
I the hand that ftruck my Guilford. PEMBROKE. 

I have not dreamt away my thoughtless hours — I hear and fee thro' reafonable organs^— 
fherc paffion has no part— I advis'd-— To break thro' all engagements made with here ticks 
-And keep naj faith with fuch amrTcreant crew— While I hold the feal no pardon partes— 
ar heretic ks and traitors. Death or themafs. GARDINER. 

I will give up all my share of greatnefs— And live in low obfeuriry for ever— To fee 
ax rais'd, thou darling of my heart— And Ax'd upon a throne— CursM be my fatal coun- 
ts, curs'd my tongue — That pleaded for thy ruin, and perfuaded — Thy guiltlefs feet to 
ead the paths of greatnefs i — My child ! —I have undone thee ! DUCH. SUFFOLK. 

A chcerlefs gleam I bring—My heart is cold within me, ev'ry smnfe—Is dead to joy— 
a— my whole heart for wretched England bleeds — Oh ! fare me from this forrow, this 
isfortune— Which in the mape of gorgeous Greatnefs comes*— To crown and make a wretch 
fme for ever— .Heaven!— In mercy fpare myeountry— At«v»ry danger which invades our 
aglaad— My cold heart kindles at the great occafion— And cou'd be more than man in her 
(fence— .1 will die — For that eternal truth my faith is fix'd on — And that dear native land 
gave me birth ■ E ngland I ■ What muft we lofe for that— —Ail I aflc I s > To 
lend from tyranny and from Rome— —Fur myfelf— If I could form a wiflt for He*. 
—It mould have been to rid me of this crown—Thou, allknowing Pow'r ! 
*— If e'er .ambitious guilt* fires have warmed m e - I f e'er m y heart inclln'd 
!,to pow'r— Or join'd in being a queen, l-took the fcept r e -T o fave this land, thy 
and ihyaltars— Fes, EngUnd,yea,my country,! wou'd fa vet bee. LADY JANE GREV. 
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%0 HSU ^OYAL HIGHNESS 

THE PRINCESS OF WALES. 

MADAM, 

APrincefs of the fame royal blood to which you are fo clofely and 
fb happily allied prefumes to throw herfelf at the feet or your 
Royal Highncfs for protection. The character of that excellent lady, 
as it is delivered down to us in hiftory, is very near the ftmc with 
the picture I have endeavoured to draw of her; and if in the poeti- 
cal colouring I have aim'd at heightening and improving fome of the 
features, it was only to make her more worthy of thofe illuftrious 
hands to which I always intended to prefent her. 

As the British nation in general is infinitely indebted to your Royal 
Highneft, fo every particular perfon amongft us ought to contribute, 
according to their feveral capacities and abilities, towards the dif- 
charging that publiek obligation. 

We are your debtors, Madam, for the preference you gave us in 
chafing to wear the Britifh rather than the imperial crown ; for giving 
the belt daughter to our king and the bed wife to our prince. It is 
to your Royal Highneft we owe the fecurity that (hall be delivered 
down to our children's children by a moft hopeful and beautiful as 
veil as a numerous royal iflue. Theft are the bonds of our civil duty j 
but your Royal Highncfs has laid us under others yet more (acred 
and engaging, I mean thofe of religion : you are not only the bright* 
eft ornament but the patronefs and defender of our holy faith. 

Nor is it Britain alone but the* world, but the prefent and all rue* 
ceeding ages, who (hall blefs your royal name for the greateft example 
that can be gjven of a difintcrefted piety and unlhaken constancy. 
-. This is what we may certainly reckon amongft the benefits your 
Royal Highnefs has conferred upon us; tho* at the fame time how 
partial fbever we may be. to ourfelves we ought not to believe you 
declined the fir ft crown of Europe in regard to Britain only : no, Ma- 
dam, it is in juftice to your Royal Highnefs that we muft confefs you 
had more excellent motives for fo great an action as that was, fince 
you did it in obedience to the dictates of reafon and conference, for 
the fake of true religion, and for the honour of God. All things that 
are great have been offered to you, and all things that are good and! 
happy, as well in this world as a better, (hall become the reward of 
iiich exalted virtue and piety. The bleffings of our nation, the prayers 
of our church, with the faithful Service pi all good men, (hall wait 
Upon your Royal Highnefs as long as you live; and whenever, for 
the punilhment of this land, you (hall be taken from us, your facred 
name (hall be dear to remembrance, and almighty God, who alone 
is able, (hall beftow on you the fulnefs of recompenfe. 

Amongft the feveral offerings of duty which are made to you here 
be gracloufly pleafed to accept of this unworthy trifle, which is with 
the greateft refpect and loweft fubmifGon presented to your Royal 
Highncfs by 9 

Madam, 

your Royal Highnefs's 

moft obedient, moft devoted, and 
moft faithful humble fervant, 

N. rowr* 

. a a. 



PREFACE* • 

THOUGH I have very little inclination to write Prefaces Before works of tU 
nature, yet upon this particular occafion I cannot but think myfelf obliged 
to give fome account of this Play, as well in jufttce to myfdf as to a verytlaametl 
and ingenious gentleman, my friend* who is dead; The perlbn I mean was Mr, 
Smith of Chrift-church Oxon ; one whole character I could with great pkaftiK 
enter into if it was not already very well known to the world. As I had theJup 
ptncfs to be intimately acquainted with him, he often told me that he defigned 
w riting a tragedy upon the ftory of Lady Jane Grey ; and if he had lived I fhoukl 
never have thought of meddling with it myself; but aahe died without doing 
it in the beginning of laft fummer, I refolved to undertake it : and indeed the 
hopes I had of receiving fome aonfiderabk affiftancesfrorn the paper* he left be- 
hind him were one of the principal motives that induced me to go about it. 
Thefe papers were In the hands of Mr. Ducket, to whom my friend Mr. Thomii 
Burnet waafb kind as to write and procure them for me. The lea* return lean 
snake to thofe gentlemen is this publick acknowledgment of their great civility 
on this occafion. I muft confefs before those papers came to my hand I had ea<< 
tlrely formed the defign or fable of my own play, and when I came to look them 
over I found it was different from that which Mr. Smith intended; the plan of 
his. being drawn after that which is in print of Mr. Banks ; at leaft I thought fo 
by what I could pick out of his papers. To fay the truth I was a good deal for- 
prifed and disappointed at the fight of them. I hoped to have met with great 
part of the play written to my hand, or at leaft the wbole of the defign regularly 
drawn out : inftead of that I (bund the qoantity of about two quires of paper 
written over in odd pieces, blotted, interlined, and confuted. What was contain- 
ed in them in general, was loofe hints of Sentiments and thort obfcureJketchao£ 
scenes ; but how they were to be applied, oc in wbat order they were to be ran- 
ged, 1 could not by any diligence of mine (and I looked them very carefully ores 
more than once) come to underftand. One fcene there was, and one only, that 
itemed pretty near perfect, in which Lord Guilford fingly perfuades Lady Jane 
to take the crown j from that I borrowed all that I could, and inferted it in my 
•wn third act. But indeed the manner arid turn of his fable was fo different from 
mine that r could not take above five-and-twenty or thirty lines at the mot; and 
even in thofe I was obliged to make fome alteration. 1 ihould have been very 
glad to have come into a partnerfhip of reputation with fo fine a writer as Mr* 
Smith was, but in truth his bints were fo fhort and dark (many of them marked 
even in ihort-hand) that they were of little ufe or fervice to me. They might 
have ferved as indexes to his- own memory, and he might have formed a play 
•ut of them, but I dare fay nobody eife could. In one part of hia defign he feems 
to diferfrom Mr. Banks, whofe tale. he generally defigned to follow, fince 1 6b* 
Served in many of thofe lhort (ketches of fcenes he had introduced Queen Mary. 
lie fccmed to intend her character pitiful, and inclining to mercy, but urged ot 
to cruelty by the rage and bloody difpofitions of Bonner and Gardiner. This hint 
I had likewise taken from the Jtfe Bifhop of Salifbury's Hiftory of the Reforma- 
tion, who lays, and I believe very juftly, the horrible cruelties that were aftei 
at that time rather to the charge of that perfecuting fpirit by which the clergy 
were then animated than to the queen's own natural difpofition. 

Many people believed, ot at leaft did, that Mr. Smith left a play very near en- 
tire behind him. All that I am forry for is that it was not fo in fa£ : I IhouW 
have made no fcruple of taking three, four, or even the whole five ads from 
him i but then I hope I Ihould have had the honefty to let the world know they 
were his, and not take anotker man's reputation to myfelf. 

This is what I thought neceffary to fay as well on my own account a* inje* 
gard to the memory of my friend. 

For the Flay, fuch as it is, I leave it to proTper as it can : I have refolved never 
to trouble the world with any publick apologies for my writings of this kind, ai 
much as I have been provoked to it. I fhall turn this my youngeft child out into 
the world with no other provifion than a faying which I remernberto have feu - 
before one of Mrs.Behn*s, 

' TSJ amt*f«nt,fttHdl*f»jrtun+ 



PROLOGUE. 

SSNT BT AN UNKNOWN HAND* 

fflr HEN waking femurs roups the guilty breaf % 

And fatal vifions break the murarers reft, 

When Vengeance does Ambition s fate decree % 

And tyrants bleed tofet ivbole nations free, 

Tbo the Mufefaddens each difireffcdfcenc, 

Unmov'd is ev'ry breaf and ev'ry face ferene 9 

the mournful lines no tender heart fubdue, 

Companion is tofuf'rinergoodnefsdue. 

The poet your attention begs orice more 

T* atone for char abler s here drawn before ; 

No royal mifrefsfighs thro* ev'ry page, 

And breathes her dying for rows on the f age J 

No lovely fair y byfoftperfuafion won, 

Lays down the load of life when honour 9 s gone : 

Noblp to bear the changes of our fate , 

To hand unmov'd againft the forms of Fate, 
A drove contempt of life and grandeur loft, , 
Such glorious toils a female name can boaft. 

Our Author draws not Beauty s heav'nlyfmile 
*t invite our wifbes and ouriearts beguile ; 

No/oft enchantments languifh in her eye, 

No blojfoms fade norfck'ning rofes die ; 

A nobler pajfion ev'ry breaf mnft move 

Than youthful raptures or the joys of love ; 

A mind unchangd,fuperiour to a crown , 

Bravely defies the angry tyrant's frown , 

The fame if fortune finks or mounts on high, 

Or if the world's extended ruins lie ; 

With gen'rous fcornfbe lays thefcepire down ; 

Great fouls fbine brigbttf &y misfortunes fbtw*: 

With patient courage fhefuftains the blow, 

And triumphs o'er variety of wo. 

Thro* ev'ry fcene the fad difrefs is' new ; 

How well feign d life does reprefent the true! 

Unhappy age I who views the bloody fain 

But mufl with tears record Maria's reign. 

When xeal by doBrine fatter dlawbfs will, 

InftruSed by Religion's voice to kill t 

Ye Britijbfair, lament in f lent wo f 
■• Let ev'ry eye with tender pity fiow ; 

The lovely form thro falling drops willjeem 

Liiefow'ryjbadows of the fiver f ream : 

Thus beauty, beavnsfweet ornament, jba&l from* 

Enrich' d by virtue as adord by love. 
Forget your charms, fond woman s dear delight, 
The fops will languifh here another night: 
No conquef from dijemblingfmiles we fear. 
She only kills who wounds' us with a tear. 
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PROLOGUE. 

*0-mgbt the noble/I fubfeclfwells ourfcenr, 
A heroine , a martyr, and a queen; 

And tbo* the poet dares not boaft his art, f 

The very theme Jballfometbinggr cat impart > 

To warm the gen rout foul and touch the tended heart. j 

To yoju, fair judges, tve the caufefubmit, 
Your eyes Jh all tell us how the tale is writ : 
If your fift pity waits upon our wo 9 
Jfjilent tears for fuff" ring virtue fow, 
Tour grief the Mufc*s labour fbatt confefs* 
The lively potions andtbejufi difnfs. 
Ob ! could our Author s pencil jujily paint 
Such as Jhe was in life the beauteous faint ',. 
Boldly your flritl attention might we claim , 
And bid you mark and copy put the dame. 
No wand* ring glance one wanton thought confefl^ 
No guilty wffh iajlam'd her Jpotlefs breafi; 
The only love that warm'd her blooming youth 
Was husband, England, liberty, and truth: • 
For tbefefbefell while with too weak a band ' 
Shejfrove tofave a blind ungrateful land. 
. But thus thefecret laws of Fate ordain ; *l 

William* s great hand was doornd to break that chain , C 

And end the hopes of Rome *s tyrannick reign. J 

For ever as the circling years return 
Ye grateful Briton* crown the hero's ur* % 
To bis juf care you evry blejing owe, 
Which or his own or following reigns befowt 
Tho* his hard fate a father s name denyd, 
To you a father he that lofs fupplfd. 

Then while you view the royal lines incrcafe, , 

And count the pledges of your future peace, 
From this great flock while jfill new glories come % 
Conqueft abroad and liberty at fiome, 

While you behold the heautifutand brave* 1 

Bright princejfes to grace you kings tofave, > 

Enjoy the gift, but blefs the band thai gave. J 

Drwiwtfe jpetfonee* 

MEN. 

4 Drury-Lane. Covent-Garden. 

Duke of Northumberland, Mr. Burton. Mr. Hull! 

Duke of Suffolk, Mr. Bran/by. Mr. Fearon. 

.Lord Guilford Dudley, Mr. ReddHb. Mr. Lewis. 

Earl of Pembroke, - Mr. Holland. Mr. Benfley. 

Earl of Sussex, Mr. Mozeen, Mr. L'Eftrangc 

G th°fte" B ^° POrVin "} Mr.Havard. Mr. Clarke. 
Sir John Gates, Mr. Ackman. Mr. Booth. 

Lieut. 6fthe Tower, Mr. Fox. Mr. Chaplin* 

WOMEN. 
Dvchefsof 6>rmpLK, Mrs. Bennet. Mrs. Huff. 

Lady Jane Gr'eV, Mrs.Tates. ^ . Mrsi Hartley. 

Lards of the Council, Gentlemen, Guardr 9 Women, and Attendants* 



LADY JANE GREYt. 

ACT I. 

Scene, the court. 

Enter the Duke of Morthu mberland, Duke of Suffolk,. 
and Sir Jo h n Gate s. 

)rr , , Northumberland. 

1 IS all in vain ; Heav'n has requir'd its pledge, 
And he muil die. 

Suf. Is there an honeft heart 
That loves our England does not mourn for Edward I 
The Genius of our ifle is (hook with forrow, 
" He* bows his venerable head with pain, 
" And labours with"the ficknefs of his lord i n 
Religion melts in- ev r ry holy eye ; 
" All comfortlefs, afflifted, and forlorn, 
" She fits on earth and weeps upon her crofs, 
" Weary* o£ man and his detefted ways ; 
** Ev'n now (he fcems to meditate her flight, 
" And waft her angek to the thrones above." 

North. Ay, there, my Lord, you touch ourheavieffi lofs$ 
With him our holy faith is doom'd to fuffier ; 
With him our church (hall veil her facred front 
*? That late from heaps of Gothick ruins rofe 
** In her firft native fimple majefty : 
" The toil of faints and price of martyrs' blood 
" Shall kail with Edward, and again old Rome 
•* Shall fpread her banners, and her monkilh hoft*" 
Pride, Ignorance, and Rapine, (hall return ; 
Blind Bloody Zeal and cruel Prieftly Pow'r •*• 

Shall fcourge the land for ten dark ages more. 

Sir J*. G. Is there no help in all the healing art, 
No potent juice or drug, to fave a life 
So precious, and prevent* -nation's fate ? 
v - North What has been left untry'd that art could doi- 
€t The hoary wrinkled leech has watch'd and toil'd* 

" -f-Tlie lines diftingniflied by inverted commas are omitted in tfcfc 
reprefentation. 
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u Try'd ev'ry health-reftoring herb and gum, 

" And weary'd out kk painful {kill in vain, 

" Clofe, like a dragon folded in his den, 

" Some fecret venom preys upon his heart, 

" A ftubborn and unconquerable flame 

" Creeps in his veins and drinks the dreams of life ;* 

His youthful finews are unftrung, cold fweats 

And deadly palenefs fit upon his vifage, 

And ev'ry gafp we look (hall be his laft. 

Sir y. G. Doubt not your Graces but the Popifhfa&on 
Will at this juncture urge their utmoft force : 
All on the Princefs Mary turn their eyes, 
Well hoping fhe {hall build again their altars, 
And bring their idol worfhip back in triumph. 

North. " Good Heav'n, ordain fome better fate forEng- 

Suf. " What better can we hope if fhe (hould reign? [laud! 
" I know her well, a blinded zealot is fhe, 
«* A gloomy nature, fullen and fevere, 
<c Nurtur'd by proud prefuming RomiJh priefts, 
«« Taught to believe they only cannot err 
•• Becaufe they cannot err; bred up in fcortl 
•• Of reafon and the whole lay world ; inftru£fced 
" To hate whoe'er diffent from what they teach, 
•• To purge the world from herefy by blood, 
** To maffacre a nation, and believe it 
" An a& wellpleafing to the Lord of mercy. 
•' Thefe are thy gods oh Rome ! and this thy faith. n 

North, And mall we tamely yield ourfelves to bondage* 
Bow down before thefe holy purple tyrants, 
And bid 'em tread upon our flavifh necks ? 
No ; let this faithful freeborn Eaglifh hand 
Firft dig my grave in liberty and, honour; 
And tho' I found but one more thus refolv'd 
That honeft man and I would die together. 

Suf. Doubt not there are ten thoufand and ten thoofand 
To own a caufe fo juft. 

SirJ.G. The lift I gave 
Into your Grace's hand laft night declares 
My pow'r and friends at full. [To Notihumb* 

North. Be it your care, 
-Good Sir John Gates, to fee your friends appointed 
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And ready for th* occafion : hafte this inftant^ 
JLofe not a moment's time. 

Sir J. G. I go my Lord. • [Exit Sir J.Gates* 

North. Your Grace's princely daughter, Lady Jane* 
Is (he yet come to court? 

Suf. Not yet arriv'd, 
But with the fooneft I expect her here :■ 
I know her duty to the dying King, 
Join'd with my ftri£t commands to haflcn hither r 
Will bring her on the wing- 

North. Befeech- your Grace 
To fpeed another meflcnger to prcfsher, 
For on her happy prefence all our counfels 
Depend and take their fate. ( 

Suf. Upon the inftant \ 

Your Grace fhall be obey'd: Igotofummonher. [Ex* Sufi 

North. What trivial influences hold dominion - 
O'er wife mens' counfels and the fate of empire ! 
" The greateft fchemes that human wit can forg« 
• e Or bold ambition dares to put in practice 
" Depend upon ourhufbanding a moment 
" And the light lafting of a woman's will,, 
•* As if the Lord of nature ihould delight 
•* To hang this pond'rous globe upon a hair 
'* And bid it dance before a breath of wind." 
She muft be here and lodg'd in Guilford's arms 
Ere Edward dies, or all we 'five done is marr'd. 
Hal Pembroke ! that's a bar which thwarts my way £ 
His fiery temper brooks not oppofition, 
And muhV be met with foft and fupple arts, 
«*■ With crouching courtefy and honeyM words,"' 
-Such as aifuage the fierce and bend the ftrong. 

Enter the Earl of Pe ntb r o k e . 
GoooS-morrow, noble Pembroke.! we have flaid 
The meeting of the Council for your prefence. 

Pemb. For mine my Lord! you mock your fcrvant fure 
To. fay that I am wanted, where yourfelf, 
The great Alcides of our ftate, is prefent. 
Whatever dangers menace prince or people 
Our great Northumberland is arm'd to meet 'em v 
The ableft head and firmeft heart you bear, 
Nor need a fecond in the glorious taJk,, 
Equal yourfelf to all the toils of empire. 
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North. No ; as I honour virtue I have try M 
And know my ftrength too well ! nor can the voice 
Of friendly flattery, like your^, deceive me. 
I know my temper liable to paffions, 
And all the frailties common to our nature, 
" Blind to events, too eafy of perfuafion, 
" And often, too, too often, have I errM:" 
Much therefore have I need of fome good man, 
Some wife and honeft heart, whofe friendly aid 
Might guide my treading thro' our prefent dangers ; 
And by the honour of my name I fwear 
I know not one of all our Englifh peers 
Whom I wou'd chufe for that beft friend like Pembroke 

Pemb." What mall I anfwer to a truft fo noble, 
" This prodigality of praifeand honour ?" 
Were not your Grace too generous of foul 
To fpeak a language drff 'ring from your heart, 
How might I think you could not mean this goodoefs 
To one whom his illfortunc has ordain'd 
The rival of your fon ? 

North. No more; I fcorn a thought 
So much below the dignity of virtue. 
'Tie true I look on Guilford like a father, 
Lean to his fide, and fee but half his failings ; 
But on a point like this, when equal merit 
Stands forth to make its bold appeal to honour, 
And calls to have the balance held in juftice, 
Away with all the fondneffes of nature ! 
I judge of Pembroke and my fon alike. 

Pemb. I afk no more to bind me to your fervice. 

North. The realm is now at hazard, and bold fac\iooi 
Threaten change, tumult, and difaftrous days. 
Thefe fears drive out the gentler thoughts of joy, 
Of courtfhip, and of love. Grant, Heav'n! the ftate 
To fix in peace and fafety once again, 
Then fpeak your pafiion to the princely maid, 
And fair fuccefs attend you. For myfelf, 
My voice fhall go as far for you, my Lord, 
As for my fon, and beauty be the umpire. 
But now a heavier matter calls upon us ; 
The King with lifejuftlab'ring, and I fear 
The Council grow impatient at our day. 
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Pcmb. One moment's paufe and I attend your Grace. 

[Exit North. 
Old Winchefter cries to me oft' Beware 
Of proud Northumberland, The tefty prelate, 
Froward with age, with difappointed hopes, 
And zealous for old Rome, rails on the duke, 
Sufpe&ing him to favour the new teachers; 
Yet ev'n in that if I j udge right he errs : 
But were it fo, what are thefe monkim quarrels, 
Thefe wordy wars of proud illmanner'd fchoolmen, 
To us and our lay intereft ? Let 'em rail 
And worry one another at their pleafure. « 

This duke of late by many worthy offices 
Jias fought my friendship ; and, yet more, his fon, 
The nobleft youth our England has to boaft of, 
The gentleft nature and the Braveft fpirit, 
Has made me long the partner of his bread : 
<" Nay, when he found, in fpite of the refiftance 
•' My ftruggling heart had made to do him juftice, 
** That I was grown his rival, he ftrove hard, 
" And would not turn me forth from out his bofom, 
'« But calPd me fttfl his friend." And fee ! he comes. 

Enter Lord Guilford. 
Oh Guilford ! juft as thou wert ent'ring here 
My thought was running all thy virtues over, 
.And wond'ringHiow thy foul cou'd chufe a partner 
So much unlike itfelf. 

GuiL How cou'd my tongue 
Take pleafure and be lavifh in thy praife ! 
Jiow could I fpeak thy noblenefs of nature, 
Thy open manly heart, thy courage, conftaney, 
And inborn truth, unknowing to diffemble ! 
Thou art the man in whom my foul delights, 
In whom next Heav'n I tqpft. 

Pemb. Oh gen'rous youth ! 
What can a heart ftubborn and fierce like mine 
Return to all thy fweetnefs ?— Yet I wou'd, 
I wou'd be grateful — Gh my cruel fortune! 
Wou'd I had never feen her, never call 
jMine eyes on Suffolk's daughter ! 

GuiL So wou'd I ! 
Since 't was my fate to fee and love her firft. 
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Pemb. Oh ! why fhou'd flic, that umvcrial goodnefs, 
Like light a common blefiing to the world, 
Rife like a comet fatal to our friendship, 
And threaten it with uuin ? 

GuiL Heav'n forbid ! 
But tell me, Pembroke* is it not in virtue , 
To arm againft this proud imperious paflion \ 
" Does holy Friendfhip dwell fonear to Envy, 
" She could not bear to fee another happy" . 
If blind miftaken Chance and partial Beauty 
Should join to favour Guilford? 

Pemb. Name it not ; 
My fiery fpirits kindle at the thought. 
And hurry me to rage.. 

GuiL And yet I think 
I fhou'd not murmur were thy lot to profper 
And mine to be refus'd ; tho' fure the lofs 
Wou'd wound me to the heart. 

Pemb. Ha ! couldft thou bear it? 
And yet perhaps thou might'ft : thy gentle temper 
Is form'd with paflions mix'd in due proportion, 
Where no one overbears nor plays the tyrant, 
41 But join in nature's bus'nefs and thy happinefs^** 
While mine, difdaining Reafon and her laws.. 
Like all thou canft imagine wild and furious, 
Now drives me headlong on, now whirls me back, 
And hurls my unliable flitting foul 
To ev'ry mad extreme. Then pity me 
And let my weaknefs ftan d • ' 

Enter Sir John Gates, 

Sir J. G t The Lords of Council 
Wait with impatience 

Pemb. I ajttend their pleafure : 
This only, and no more then. Whatfoever 
Fortune decrees, dill let us call to mind 
Our friendship and our honour : and fince love 
Condemns us to be rivals for one prize, 
Let us contend, as friends and brave men Ought* 
With opennefs and juftice to each other, 
That he who wins the fair one to his arms 
May take her as the crown of great defert, 
2 
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And if the wretched lofer does repine 

His own heart and the world may all condemn him. 

[£*. Pemb. 

VuiL How crofs the ways of life lie ! While we think 
We travel on direct in one high road, 
And have our journey's end oppos'd in view, 
A thoufand thwarting paths break in upon us 
To puzzle and perplex our wand'ring fteps : 
Love, friendship, hatred, in their turns miflead us, 
And ev'ry paffion has its feparate iat'reft* 
Where is that piercing forefight can uafold 
Where all this mazy errour will have end, 
And tell the doom referv'd for me and Pembroke? 
u There is but one end certain, that i s- death : 
4t Yet ev'n that certainty is ftill uncertain, 
%i For of thefc fev'ral tracks which Ee before us 
** We know that one leads certainly to death, 
" But know not which that one is." 'Tis in vain 
This blind divining ; let me think no more on 't. 
And fee, the miftrefs of our fate appear! 

Enter Lady] km Grey. Attendants. 
Hail, princely maid ! who with aufpicious beauty 
Cheer'ft ev'ry drooping heart in this fad place, 
Who like the fiWer regent of the night 
Lift'ft up thy fcicred beams upon the land 
To bid the gloom look gay, difpel our horrours, 
And make us lefs lament the fctting fun. 

L. J. G. Yes, Guilford, well doft thou compare my 
To the faint comfort of the waining moon ; [prefence 
Like her cold orb a cheerlefs gleam I bring ; 
" Silence and heavinefs of heart, with dews 
" To drefs the face of nature all in tears." 
But fay, how fares the King? 

GuiL He live 8 as yet, 
But ev'ry moment cuts away a hope, 
Adds to our fears, and gives the infant faint 
Great profpe& of his op'ning heav'n. 

L.J. G. "Defcendye choirs of angels to receive him, 
" Tune your melodious harps to fome high ftrain, 
*' And waft "him upwards with a fong of triumph * 
u A purer foul, and one more like yourfelvea, 
u Ne'er enter'd at the golden gates of blifs." 

B 
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Oh Guilford! what remains for wretched England 
When he our guardian angel (hall fbrfake us, 
*' For whofe dear fake Heav'n fpar'd a guilty land, 
" And fcatterM not its plagues while Edward reign 'd F 

GuiL I own my heart bleeds inward at the thought, 
** And riling horrours crowd the opening fcene." 
And yet forgive me, thou my native country, 
Thou land of liberty, thou nurfe of heroes, 
Forgive me, if in fpite of all thy dangers 
New fprings of pleafure flow within my bofom, 
When thus 't is giv'n me to behold thofe eyes, 
Thus gaze, and wonder " how excelling Nature 
" Can give each day new patterns of her ficill, 
** And yet at once furpafs 'em." 

L. J. G. Oh, vain flattery! 
" Harm and illfoundmg ever to my ear, 
" But on a day like this the raven's note 
" Strikes on my fenfe more fweetly." But no more, 
" I charge thee touch th' ungrateful theme no more :" 
Lead me to pay my duty to the King, 
To wet his pale cold hand with thefe laft tears, 
And (hare the bleffings of his parting breath. 

GuiL Were I like dying Edward, fure a touch 
Of this dear hand would kindle life anew. 
But I obey, I dread that gathering frown ; 
And oh ! whene'er my bofom fwells with paffion, 
And my full heart is pain'd with ardent love, 
Allow me but to look on you and figh; 
'Tis all the humble joy that Guilford afks. [purpofe 

L. J. G. Still wilt thou frame thy fpeech to this vaia 
" When the wan King of Terrours ftalka before us/ 
When univerfal ruin gathers round, 
And no cfcape is left us ? Are we not 
Like wretches in a ftorm, whom ev'ry moment 
The greedy deep is gaping to devour? 
" Around us fee the pale defpairing crew 
<c Wring their fad hands and give their labour o'er;" 
The hope of life has ev'ry heart forfook, 
And horrour fits on each diftra&ed look; 
. '• One fblemn thought of death does all employ, 
11 And cancels like a dream delight and joy ; 
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" One fotrow ftrcams from all their weeping eyes, 
" And one confenting voice for mercy cries ;" 
Trembling they dread juft HeavVs avenging pow'r, 
Mourn their paft lives, and wait the fatal hour. [Exeunt* 



ACT II. 

Scene continues. 

Enter the Duke of Northumberland and the Dute of 
Suffolk. 

' Northumberland. 

Yet then be cheer'd my heart amidft thy mournings 

u Tho* Fate hang heavy o'er us, tho* pale fear 

" And wild diftra&ion fit on ev'ry face," 

Tho* never day of grief was known like this, 

Let me rojoice, and blefs the hallow'd light 

Whofe beams aufpicious mine upon our union, 

And bid me call the noble Suffolk brother^ 

Suf I kaow not what my fecset foul prefages* 
But fomethtfig feem* to whiiper me within 
That we have been too hafty. M For myfetf, 
" I wifh this matter had been yet delay'd, 
" That we had waited fome more bleffcd time, 
" Some better day with happier omens hallow'd, 
*' For Love to kindle up his holy flame; 
" But you, my noble brother, wou'd prevail, 
* And I have yielded to you." 

North. Doubt not anything, 
Nor hold the hour unlucky that good Heav'n, 
u Who foftens the corrections of his hand, x 

" And mixes ftill a comfort with afflictions," 
Has giv'n to-day a bleffing in our children 
To wipe away our tears for dying Edward. . { 

Suf In that I truft. Good angels be our guard, V 

And make my fears prove vain ! But fee ! my wife ! 
With her your fon, the genVous Guilford, comes: 
She has inform/d him of our prefent purpofe. 

Enter the Duchefs ofSv ffo l K and Lord Gu I L FO RD. 

L. Guih How mall I fpeak the fulnefs of my heart? 

Bij 
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What fhall I fay toblefryou foe this goodnefe i 
Oh gracious princefs ! but my life is jour's* 
And ail the bus'nefs of my years to come 
Is to* attend with humbleft duty oo you,. 
«And pay my vow'd obedience at your feet* 

DucL Suf. Yes, noble youth! I fhare in all thy joy f> 
*' In all the joys which this fad day can give* 
" The dear delight I have to call thee fon 
" Comes like a cordial to my drooping fpirits, 
" It broods with gentle warmth upon my bofom, 
'< And melts that froft. of death which hung about me." 
But ha&e !* inform my daughter of our pleafupe ; 
*' Let thy tongue put on all its plead ng eloquence $ 
«• Inftruc\ thy love to fpeak of comfort to her, 
44 To footh her griefs and cheer the mourning maid." 

North. &1\ dcfolate and drown'd in flowing tears 
By Edward's bed the pious princefs fits, 
" Faft from her lifted eyes the pearly drops 
" Fall trickling o'er her cheek, while holy ardour 
" And fervent zeal pour forth her lab'ring foul/* 
And ev*ry figh is wing'd with pray'rs fo potent 
As ftrive with Heav'n to fave her dying Lord. 

DucL Suf. From the firft early days of infant life 
A gentle band of friendship grew betwixt , cm, 
And while our royal uncle Henry reign'd, 
As brother and as lifter bred together* 
Beneath: one common parent's care they liv'd. 

North. A wondrous fympatby of fouls confpir*e? 
To form the facred union* " Lady Jane 
" Of all his royal blood was ftill the deareft ; 
*• In ev'ry innocent delight they roarM; 
*• They fung, and dane'd, and fat, and walk'd, together; 
•' Nay, in the graver bus'nefs of his youth, 
" When books and learning call'd him from his fports, 
44 Ev'n there the princely maid was bis companion :. 
. " She left the mining court to fcare his toil* 
" To turn with him the grave hiftorian's page, 
•• And tafte the rapture of the poet's fong, 
" To feasch the Latin and the Grecian (lores, 
" And wonder at the mighty minds of old." 
Enter Lady Jane G*ey weeping. 

L* J. Gv Wot thou not break my heart U-*. 
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' Suf Alas! what mean'ft thou ? 
. GuiL Ohfpcak! 

Duck. Suf. How fares the King ? 

North. Say, is he dead ? 

X. J. G. The faints and angels have him* 

Duch. Suf. When I left him 
He fecro'd a little cheer'd, " juft as you enter'd" — 

Z. J. G. As I approached to kneel and pay my duty 
He rais'd his feeble eyes, and faintly fmiling, 
Are you then come? he cry'd; I only liv'd 
To bid farewell to thee my gentle coufin, 
" To fpeak a few fhort words to thee and die." 
With that he preft my hand, and oh ! —he faid 
When I am gone do thou be good to England, 
Keep to that faith in which we both were bred, « 

And to the end be conftant. More I wou'd, 
But cannot— There his falt'ring fpirits fail'd, 
" And turning ev'ry thought from earth at once 
" To that beft place where all his hopes were nVd, 
" Earneft he pray'd— Merciful, great Defender! 
" Preferve thy holy altars undefil'd, 
" Protect this land from bloody men and idols, 
" Save my poor people from the yoke of Rome, 
" And take thy painful fervant to thy mercy j" 
Then finking on his pillow, with a figh 
He brcath'd bis innocent and faithful foul 
Into his hands who gave it* 

Guih u Crowns of glory, 
'• Such as the brighteft angels wear, be on him, * 
" Peace guard his aihes here, and paradife, 
" With all its endlefs blifs, be open to him." 

North. Our grief be on bis grave. Our prefent duty 
Enjoins to fee his la ft commands obey'd. 
I hold it fit his death be not made known 
To any but our friends. To-morrow early 
The Council (hall affcmble at the Tower: 
Mean-while I beg your Grace wou'd ftraight inform 

[To the Duchefi ofSufoIi. 
Tour princely daughter of our refolution : 
Our common in t 'reft in that happy tie 
Demands our fwifteft care to fee it finifh'd. 

B iij 
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Ducb. Suf. My Lord, 70s have detennin'd weD. Lord 
Be it your talk to fpeak at large ourpurpofe. [Guilford, 
Daughter, receive this Lord as one whom I, 
Your father and his own, ordain your huiband: 
What more concerns our will and your obedience 
We leave you to receive from him at Ieifure. 
[Exeunt Duie and Dmcbift of Suffolk* amd Duke of Nor* 

tbumbcrland. 

GuiL Wot thou not fpare a moment from thy forrowt*. 
" And bid thefe bubbling ftreams forbear to flow ? 
•• Wot thou not give one interval to joy/* 
One little paufe, while humbly I unfold 
The happitft tale my tongue was ever bleft with? 

L. J. G. My heart is cold within me ; ev'ry fenfc- 
Is dead to joy : but I will hear thee Guilford, 
" Nay, I muft hear thee, fuch is her command 
•' Whom early duty taught me ftill t* obey." 
Yet oh ! forgive me if to all the ftory, 
Tho' eloquence divine attend thy (peaking, 
•' Tho* ev'ry Mufe and ev'ry Grace do crown thee*' 
Forgive me if I cannot better anfwes 
Than weeping— thus, and thus-— 

GuiL Ifl offend thee 
Let me be dumb for ever; " let not life 
41 Inform thefe breathing organs of my voice* 
" If any found from me difturb thy quiet* 
u What is my peace or happinefs to thine?" 
No; tho' our noble parents had decreed, 
And urg'4 high reafons which import the flatev 
This night to give thee to my faithful arms, 
My faireft bride, my only earthly blifs 

L. J. G. How? Guilford \ on. this night? 

GuiL This happy night ; 
Yet if thou art refolv'd to crofs my fate, 
If this my utmoft wifh (hall give thee pain, 
Now rather let the ftroke of death faD on me, 
And ftretch me out a lifelefs corfe before thee ; 
" Let me be fwept away with things forgotten, 
" Be huddled up in fome obfeure blind grave, 
•' Ere thou fhouldft fay my love has made thee wretched, 
" Or drop one fingle tear for Guilford's fake." 

L. J. G. Alas ! I have too much of death already, 
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And want not thine to furntfh out new horrour. 
u Oh! dreadful thought! if thou wert dead indeed 
u What hope were left me then ! Yes, I will own* 
" Spite of die blufh that burns my maiden cheek* 
11 My heart has fondly lean'd towards thee long :. 
"Thy fweetnefs, virtue, and unblemifh'd youth* 
11 Have won a place for thee within my bofomj 
"■ And if my eyes look coldly on thee now, 
" And ftiun thy love on this difaftrous day, 
" It is becaufe I would not deal fo hardly 
11 To give thee fighs for all thy faithful vows, 
" And pay thy tendernefs with, nought but tears*. 
M And yet *t is all I have. 

GmL "Iafknomoi*:" 
Let me but call thee mine, confirm that hope 
To charm the doubts which vex my anxious four. 
For all the reft do thou allot it for me, 
And at thy pleafure portion out my bleffings. 
11 My eyes fhall learn to fmile or weep from thine, 
w Nor will I think of joy while thou art fad. 
11 Nay, couldft thou be fo cruel to command it, 
M I will forego a bridegroom's facred right, 
"And deep far from thee on th* unwholefome earth, 
** Where damps arife and whiftling winds blow loud, 
M Then when the day returns come drooping to thee, 
" My locks ftill drizzling with the dews of night, 
41 And cheer my heart with thee as with the morning. 

L.J.G. " Say, wot thou confecrate the night tomorrow, 
" And give up ev'ry fenfe to folemn fadnefs ? 
" Wot thou in watching wafte the tedious hours, 
u Sit filently and careful by my fide, 
u Lift to the toiling clocks the cricket's cry, 
" And ev'ry melancholy midnight noife ? 
11 Say, wot thou banifh pleafure and delight i 
14 Wot thou forget that ever we have lov'd, 
** And only now and then let fall a tear 
" To mourn for Edward's lofs and England's fate ? 
^ Guil. « Unweary'd ftill I will attend thy woes, 
JJ AnoVbe a very faithful partner to thee. " 
" Near thee I will complain in fighs as numberlefs 
« \t murmur8 breathing in the leafy grove ; 
" % eyes (hall mix their falling drops with thine, 
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44 Conftant as ncvcr-ceafing waters roll 

" That purl and gurgle o'er their fands for ever: 

" The fun mall fee my grief thro' all his courfe, 

" And when night cornea fad Philomel, who plains 

•• From (tarry vefper to the rofy dawn, 

" Shall ceafe to tune her lamentable fong 

" Ere I give o'er to weep and mourn with thee. 

L. J. G. " Here then I take thee to my heart for ever, 

[Giving her hand* 
" The dear companion of my future days: 
" Whatever Providence allots for each 
" Be that the common portion of us both: 
" Share all the griefs of thy unhappy Jane, 
" But if good Heav'n has any joys in ftore 
" Let them be all thy own." 

GuiL Thou wondrous goodnefs ! 
" Heav'n gives too much at once in giving thee ; 
" And by the ft common courfe of things below, 
" Where each delight is tempered with affliction* 
" Some evil terrible and unforefeen 
" Muft fure enfue to poife the fcale againft 
M This vaft profufion of exceeding pleafure ; 
" But be it fo, let it be death and ruin, 
" On any terms I take thee. 

Z,, 7. G, Truft our fate ^ 
•• To him whofe gracious wifdom guides our ways, 
" And makes what we think evil turn to good-" 
Permit me now to leave thee and retire ; 
I '11 fummon all my reafon and my duty 
To footh.this ftorm within, and frame my heart 
To yield obedience to my noble parents. 

GuiL Good angels minifter their comforts to thee ! 
And oh ! " if, as my fond belief wou'd hope, 
•* If any word of mine be gracious to thee," 
I beg thee, I conjure thee, drive away 
Thofe murd'rous thoughts of grief that kill thy quiet, 
Reftore thy gentle bofom's native peace, 
Lift up the light of gladnefs in thy eyes, 
And cheer my heavinefs with one dear {mile. 

L. J. G> Yes, Guilford, I will ftudy to forget 
All that the royal Edward has been to me, 
" How we have loVd ev'n from, our very cradlea." 
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My private lofs no longer will I mourn, 

But ev'ry tender thought to thee (hall turn ; 

With patience I '11 fubmit to HeavVs decree, 

And what I loft in Edward find in thee. 

But oh ! when I revolve what ruins wait 

Our finking altars and the falling ftate, 

" When I confider what my native land 

" Expected from her pious fov'reign's hand, 

" How form'd he was to fave her from diftrefs, 

" A king to govern and a faint to blefs," 

New forrow to my lab'ring'breaft fucceeds, 

And my whole heart for wretched England bleeds. 

[Exit Lady Jane Grej, 

Guil. My heart finks in me at her foft complaining, 
And ev'ry moving accent that fhe breathes 
Refolves my courage, flackens my tough nerves. 
And melts me down to infancy and tears : 
" My fancy palls, and takes diftafte y at pleafure ; 
" My foul grows out of tune, it loathes the world, 
" Sickens at all the noife and folly of it, 
" And I cou'd fet me down in fome dull (hade 
" Where lonely Contemplation keeps her cave 
" And dwells with hoary hermits, there forget myfelf, 
14 There fix my ftupid eyes upon the earth, 
" And mufe away an age in decpeft melancholy." 
Enter Pembroke. 

Pcmb* Edward is dead; fo faid the great Northumber- 
As now he (hot along by me in bade : £land 

He prefs'd my hand, and in a whifper begg'd me 
To guard the fecret carefully as life 
Till fome few hours mould pafs, for much hung on it. 
Much may indeed hang on it. See, my Guilford ! 
My friend ! [Speaking to htm. 

Guil. Ha ! Pembroke t {Starting* 

Pemi. Wherefore doft thou ftart? 
Why fits that wild diforder on thy vi&ge, 
Somewhat that looks like paifions ftrange to thee, 
The palenefs of furprife and ghaftly fear? 
Since I have known thee firft, and call'd thee friend,. 
1 never faw thee fo unlike thyfelf, 
So changed upon a fudden. 

Guil. How ! fo chang'd I 



It fcADT JAMS GMT. ^f5 IL 

Pemb. So to my eye thou feem'ft. 

GulL The King is dead* 

Pemb* I learn'd it from thy father 
Juft as I enter'd here* But lay* cou'd that, 
A fate which ev'ry moment we expe&ed, 
Diitract thy thought or (hock thy temper thus ? 

GulL Oh Pembroke ! 'tis in vain to hide from thee, 
For thou haft look'd into my artlefs bofom, 
And feen at once the hurry of my foul. 
*Tis true thy coming ftruck me with furprife* 
I have a thought — but wherefore faid I one ? 
I have a thouland thoughts all up in arms, • ' 

" Like pop'lous towns difturb'd at dead of night, 
" That mix'd in darknefs buftle to and fro, 
•• As if their bus'nefs were to make confufion." 

Pemb. Then fure our better angels called me hither, 
For this is friendfhip's hour and friendship's office, 
To come when counfel and when help is wanting, 
To (hare the pain of ev'ry gnawing care, 
To fpeak of comfort in the time of trouble, 
To reach a hand and fave thee from adverfity. 

Gull. And wot thou be a friend to me indeed ? 
And while I lay my bofom bare before thee * 
" Wot thou deal tenderly, and let thy hand 
" Pafs gently over ev'ry painful part V* 
Wot thou with patience hear, and judge with temper? 
And if perchance thou meet with fomething harm, • 
Somewhat to roufe thy rage and grate thy foul, 
Wot thou be matter of thyfelf and bear it ? 

Pemb. Away with all this needlefs preparation ! 
Thou know*ft thou art fo dear, fo facred to me, 
That I can never think thee an offender* 
If it were fo that I indeed muft judge thee, - 
I mould take part with thee againft myfelf, 
" And call thy fault a virtue.*'* 

Gull. But fuppofe 
The thought were fomewhat that concern'dxMir love. 

Pemb* No more ; thou know'ft we fpoke of that to-day, 
And on what terms we left it. 'Tie a fubjeft 
Of which, if poflible, I wou'd not think ; 
I beg that we may mention it no more* 

Gull. Can we not fpeak of it with temper? 
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Pmb. No, 
Thou kuow'ft I cannot; therefore prithee fpare it* 

GuiL Oh ! cou'd the fccret I wou'd tell thee fleep, 
And the world never know it, my fond tongue 
Shou'dceafe from fpcaking ere I wou'd unfold it, 
Or vex thy. peace with an officious tale; 
But fince, howe'er ungrateful to thy ear, 
It muft be told thee once, hear it from me. 

Pemb.Speak then,and cafe the doubts that {hock my foul* 

Guil. Suppofe thy Guilford's better ftars prevail, 
And crown his love-— 

Pemb. Say not f uppofe ; 't is done : 
Seek not for vain excufe or foft'ning words : 
T^hou haft prevaricated with thy friend, 
By underhand contrivances undone me, 
And while my open nature trailed in thee 
Thou haft ftepp'd in between me and my hopes, 
And raviuVd from meall my foul held dear: 
Thou haft betray'd me— 

Gail. Howl betray'd thee, Pembroke? 

Pemb. Yes, falfely, like a traitor. 

Gull. Have a care. 

Pemb. But think not I will bear the foul play from thee} 
There was but this which I could ne'er forgive. 
My foul is up in arms, my injur'd honour, 
Impatient of the wrong, calls for revenge; 
And tho* I love thee— fondly— 

GuiL Hear me yet, 
And Pembroke (hall acquit me to himfelf ; 
Hear while I tell how Fortune dealt between us, 
And gave the yielding beauty* to my arms— 

Pemb. What, hear it! ftand and liften to thy triumph ! 
Thou tlunk'ft me tame indeed. No, hold I charge thee, 
Left I forget that ever we were friends, 
Left in the rage of difappointed love 
I rufh at once and tear thee for thy falfehood. 

GuiL Thouwarn'ftme well ; and I were rafh as thou art 
To truft the fecret fum of all my happinefs 
With one not matter of himfelf. Farewell. . [Going. 

Pemk Ha ! art thou going ? think not thus to part, 
Nor leave me on the rack of this uncertainty. 

GuiL What wouldft thou further? 
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/W. Tell it to me all; 
Say thou art marry'd, fay thou haft poffefs'd her, 
And rioted in vaft excefs of blifs, 
That I may curfe myfclf, and thee, and her. 
Come, tell me how thou didft fupplant thy friend; 
How didft thou look with that betraying face, 
And failing plot my ruin \ 

Guil. Give me way : 
When thou art better tempered I may tell thee, 
And vindicate at full my love and friend/hip. 

Pemb. And doft thou hope to fhun me then, thou traitor t 
No, I will have it now, this moment, from thee, 
•• Or drag the fecret out from thy falfe heart. 

Guih " Away, thou madman ! I wou'd talk to winds, 
" And reafon with the rude tempeftuous furge, 
" Sooner than hold difcourfe with rage like thine. . 

Pemb. w Tell it, or by my injur'd love I fw«ar" 

[Laying bis band upon bitJkoonL 
I '11 ftab the lurking treafon in thy heart. 

Guil. Ha ! ftay thee there, nor let thy frantick hand 

[Stopping bmu 
Uniheath thy weapon. If the fword be drawn, 
If once we meet on terms like thofe, farewell 
To ev'ry thought of friendfhip ; one muft fall. 

Pemb. Curfe on thy friendfhip ! I would break the band* 

Guil. That as you pleafe — Bcfide, this place is facred, 
And wo* not be profan'd with brawls and outrage. 
You know I dare be found on any fummons. 

Pemb. 'Tis well. My vengeance (hall not loiter long : 
Henceforward let the thoughts of our paft lives 
Be turn'd'to deadly and remorfelefs hate. 
Here I give up the empty name of Friend, 
Renounce all gentlenefs, all commerce with thee, 
To death defy thee ate my mortal foe, 
And when we meet again may fwift deftru&ion 
Rid me of thee or rid me of myfelf. [Exit Pembroke* 

GuiL The fate I ever fear'd is fall'n upon me, 
And long ago my boding heart divin'd 
A breach like this from his ungovern'd rage. 
Oh Pembroke ! thou haft done me much injuftice, 
For I have borne thee true unfeign'd affection : 
'Tis paft, and thou art loft to me for ever. 
3 
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" Love is or ought to be our grcatcft blifs? 

<c Since ev'ry other joy, how dear foever, 

" Gives way to that, and we leave all for Lore-: 

" At the imperious tyrant's lordly call 

" In fpite of reafon and reftraint we come, 

" Leave kindred parents and our native home : 

" The trembling maid with all her fears he charms, 

" And pulls her from her weeping mother's arms; 

" He laughs at all her leagues, and in proud fcora 

" Commands the bands of friendship tota torn, 

** Difdains a partner mould partake his throne, 

"But reigns unbounded, lawlefs, and alone* \Extt* 



ACT III. 

Scene, the Tower. 
Enter Pembroke and Gardiner. 

- T Gaudiner. 

.N ay, by the rood, my Lord, you were to blame 
To let a hair-brain'd paffion be your guide, 
And hurry you into fuch mad extremes. 
Marry, you might have made much worthy profit 
By patient hearing ; the unthinking Lord 
Had brought forth ev'ry fecret of his foul ; 
Then when you were the mailer of his bofom 
That was the time to ufe him with contempt, 
And turn his friendfhip back upon his hands. 

Pemb- Thou talk 'ft as if a madman could be wife 
Oh Winchefter! thy hoary frozen age 
Can never guefs my pain, can never know 
The burning tranfports of untam'd defire. 
"I tell thee, rev 'rend Lord, to that one blifs, 
44 To the enjoyment of that lovely maid, 
" As to their centre, I had drawn each hope 
•• And ev'ry wifli my furious foul cou'd form j 
•* Still with regard to that my brain forethought^ - 
•• And fafliion'd ev'ry a&ion of my life : 
" Then to be robb'd at once, and unfufpecting 
•* Be -dafh'd in all the height of expectation, 
•* It was not to-be borne." 

C 
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Gar. Have you not heard of what has happen 'd fince? 

Pemb. I have not had a minute's peace of mind, 
A moment's paufe, to reft from rage, or think. 

Gar. Learn' it from me then ; but ere I fpeak 
I warn you to be mafter of yourfelf. 
Tho' as you know they have confin'd me long, 
Gra'mercy to their goodnefsl'pris'ner here, 
Yet as I am allow'd to walk at large 
Within the Tower, and hold free fpeech with any, 
I have not dreanft away my thoughtlefs hours 
" Without good heed to thefe our righteous rulers:' 9 { 
To prove this true this morn a trufly fpy 
Has brought me word that yefter ev'ning late, 
In fpite of ah* the grief for Edward's death, 
Your friends were marry'd. 

Pemb. Marry'd! who? Damnation! 

Gar. Lord Guilford Dudley and the Lady Jane. 

Pemb. Curfe on my (tars ! 

Gar. Nay, in the name of grace 
Reftrain this (inful paffion: all's not loft 
In this one (ingle woman* 

Pemb. I have loft 
More than the female world can give me back: 
I had beheld ev'n her whole (ex unmov'd, 
Look'd o'er 'em like a bed of gaudy flow'rt 
That lift their painted heads and live a day, 
Then (hed their trifling glories unregarded ; 
My heart difdain'd their beauties, till (he came 
With ev'ry grace that Nature's hand could give, 
And with a mind fo great it fpoke its efiencc 
Immortal and divine. 

Gar. She was a wonder; 
Detraction mull allow that. 

Pemb. " The virtuous came, 
" Sorted in gentle fellowraip, to crown her, 
" As if they meant to mend each other's work. 
" Candour with goodnefs, fortitude with fweetnefs, 
" Strict piety, and love of truth, with learning 
4 ' More than the fchools of Athens ever knew 
"Or her own Plato .taught. A wonder, Winchcftcr!" 
Thou know'ft not what (he was, nor can I fpeak her, 
More than to fay (he was that only bleffing 
My foul was fet upon, and I have loft her. 
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Gar. Your ftate is not fo bad as you wou'd make it, 
Nor need you thus abandon ev'ry hope. 

Pemb. Ha ! Wot thou fave me, fnatch me from defpair, 
And bid me live again ? 

Gar. She may be your's. 
Suppofe her hufband die. 

Pemb. O vain, vain hope ! 

Gar. Marry, I do not hold that hope fo vain.. 
Thefe Gofpellers have had their golden days, 
And lorded it at will, with proud defpfte * 
Have trodden down our holy Roman faith, 
Ranfack'd our fhrincs, and driv'n her faints to exile; 
But if my divination fail me not 
Their haughty hearts mall be abas'd ere long, 
And feel the vengeance of our Mary's r*ign. 

Pemb. And wouldft thou have my fierce impatience flay ? 
Bid me lie bound upon a rack, and wait 
For diftant joys, whole ages yet behind ? 
Can love attend on politicians' fchemes, 
Expeft the flow events of cautious counfels, 
Cold unrefolving heads and creeping time ? 

Gar. To-day, or I am ill-inform 'd, Northumberland, 
With eafy Suffolk, Guilford, and the reft, 
Meet here in council on fome deep defign, 
Some traiterous contrivance, to protect 
Their upftart faith from near approaching ruin : 
But there are punishments — halters and axes 
For traitors, and confuming flames for hereticks : 
The happy bridegroom may be yet cut fhort 
Ev'n in his higheft hope — But go not you, 
Howe'er the fawning fire old Dudley court you ; 
No, by the holyrood I charge you mix not 
With their pernicious counfels — Mifchief waits 'em, 
Sure, certain, unavoidable deftru&ion. 

Pemb. Ha ; join with them I the curfed Dudley's race,, 
Who,while they held me in their arms betray'd me, 
Scorn'd me for not fufpe&ing they were villains, 
And made a mock'ry of my eafy friendfhip ! 
No, when I do di/honour be my portion, 
*' And fwift perdition catch me — Join with them ! " 

Gar. I wou'd not have you — Hie you to the city r 
And join with thefe that love our ancient faith* 

Cij 
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Gather your friends about you, and be ready 

T* aflert our zealous Mary's royal title, - 

And doubt not but her grateful hand (hall give you 

To fee your foul's defire upon your enemies : 

The church ftiall pour her ample treafures forth too, 

And pay you with tenthoufand years of pardon. 

Pemb. No ; keep your blefiings back, and give me Yea- 
Give me to tell that foft deceiver Guilford, [geance : 
Thus, traitor, hall thou done, thus haft thou wrong'd me, 
And thus thy treafon finds a juft reward. 

Gar. But foft! no more ! the Lords o' the Council come, 
Ha ! by the mafs the bride and bridegroom too ! 
Retire with me my Lord : we muft not meet 'era. 

Penib. 'Tis they themfelves, the curfed happy pair! 
Nafte, Winchefter, hafte ! let us fly for ever, 
And drive her from my very thoughts if poffible. 
" Oh ! love, what have I loft ! Oh ! rev'rend Lord, 
" Pity this fond this foolifh weaknefs in me ! 
•* Methinks I go like our firft wretched father, 
•• When from his blifsfui garden he was driv'n; 
" Like me he went defpairing, and like me 
" Thus at the gate itopt fhort for one laft view ; 
•• Then with the cheerlefs partner of his wo 
" He turn'd him to the world that lay below, 
•• There for his Eden's happy plains beheld 
" A barren wild uncomfortable field; 
" He faw 'twas vain the ruin to deplore, 
" He try'd to give the fad remembrance o'er, 
«* The fad remembrance ftill return'd again, 
" And his loft Paradife renew'd his pain." 

[Exeunt Pembroke and Gardiner, 
Enter Lord Guilford and Lady Jane-. 

GmU. What fhall I fay to thee ! what pow'r divine 
Will teach my tongue to tell thee what I feel, 
To pour the tranfporta of my bofom forth, 
And make thee partner of the joy dwells there ? 
•• For thou art comfortlefs, full of affliction, 
" Heavy of heart as the forfaken widow, 
" And defolate as orphans." Oh my fair one ! 
Thy Edward fhines amongft the brighteft ftars, 
And yet thy forrows feek him in the grave. 

L. y. G. Alas, my deareft Lord! a thoufand griefs 
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Befet my anxious heart ; and yet, as if 

The burthen were too little, I have added 

The weight of all thy cares, and, like the mifer, 

Inoreafe of wealth has made me but more wretched. 

" The morning light feems not to rife as ufual, 

" It draws not to me like my virgin days 

" But brings new thoughts and other fears upon me :" 

I tremble, and my anxious heart is pain'd 

Left aught but good (hou'd happen to my Guilford. 

GuiL Nothing^but good can happen to thy Guilford. 
While thou art by his fide, his better angel, 
His bleffing and his guard. 

Z. J. G. Why came we hither? 
** Why was I drawn to this unlucky place, 
•• This Tow'r, fo often ftain'd with royal blood? 
" Here the fourth Edward's helplefs fons were murder'd^ 
" And pious Henry fell by ruthlefs Glo'fter* 
*' Is this the place allotted for rejoicing, 
** The bow'r adoraM to keep our nuptial feaft in ? 
" Methinks Sufpicion and Diftruft dwell here,. 
** Staring with meagre forms thro* grated windows,, 
" Death lurks within, and unrelenting Puniftiment, 
** Without grim Danger, Fear,- and fierceft Pow'r 
" Sit on the rude old tow'rsand Gothick battlements,, 
" While Horrour overlooks the dreadful wall, 
"And frowns on all around. 

Gmi. " In fcfety here 
" The Lords o' th' Council have this morn decreed 
•* To meet, and with united care fupport 
" The feeble tott'ring date." To thee, my Princefs,. 
Whofe royal veins are rich in Henry's blood, 
With one co,nfent the nobleft heads are bow'd; 
From thee they afk a fan&ion to their counfels,* 
And from thy healing hand expe& a cure 
For England's lofs in Edward- 

Z. J. G. How! from me! ; 
Ab.s ! my Lord — But fure thou mean'ft to mock me ? 

Guil. No, by the love my faithful heart is full of! 
But fee, thy mother, gracious Suffolk, comes 
To intercept my ftory : (he (hall tell thee, 
For in her look I read the lab'ring thought, 
What vail event thy Fate it now difclofing. 

Ciij. 
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Enter the Duchefs of Suffolk. 

Duch. Suf No more complain, indulge thy tears no 
Thy pious grief has giv'n the grave its due ; [mare, 

" Let thy heart kindle with the higheft hopes, 
•' Expand thy bofom, let thy foul enlarg'd" 
Make room to entertain the coming glory ! 
For Majefty and purple GFeatnefs court thee. 
Homage and low Subjection wait : a crown, 
" That makes the princes of the earth like gods," 
A crown, my daughter, England's crown, attends 
To bind thy brows with its imperial wreath. 

L.J. G. Amazement chills my veins ! What fays my mo- 
ther? 

Duch. Suf 'Tis Heav Vs decree ; for our expiring Ed- 
When now juft ilruggling to his native ikies, [ward, 

Ev'n on the verge of heav'n, in fight of angels 
That hover 'd round to waft him to the ftars* 
Ev'n then declar'd my Jane for his fucceflbr. 

L. J. G. Cou'd Edward do this? cou'd the dying faiat 
Bequeath his crown to me ? Oh" fatal bounty I 
To me J but 'tis impoffible ! " We dream ; 
•* A thoufand and a thoufand bars oppofe me, 
" Rife in my way and intercept my paflage : 
" Evfn you,, my gracious mother, what muft you be 
** Ere I can be a queen? 

Duch. Suf. " That, and that only, 
M Thy mother; fonder of that tender name - 
" Than all the proud additions Pow'r can give- 
u Yes, I will give up all my (hare of greatnefs,, 
" And live in low obfeurity for ever,. 
" To fee theerais'd, thou darling of my heart,, 
" And fixfd upon a throne." But fee, thy father 
Northumberland,, with all the Council, come. 
To pay their vow'd allegiance at thy feet,. 
To kneel and call thee Queen. 

L. J. G. Support me Guilford y 
Give- me- thy aid^ftay thou my fainting foul,. 
And help me to reprefs this growing danger.. 
Enter S u f fol k , No r t h u ivmb e rl a n d, .Lords and others if 
the Privy CounciL 

North. Hail,facred Princefs ! {prungfromancientkings^ 
Our England's deareft hope, undoubted offspring 
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Of York and Lancafter's united line, 
11 By whofe bright zeal, by whofe vi&orious faith, 
" Guarded and fenc'd around, our pure religion, 
" That lamp of truth which mines upon our altars, 
" Shall lift its golden head and flourifh long, 
" Beneath whofe awful rule and righteous fceptrc 
" The plenteous years fhall roll in long fucceffion, 
" Law fhall prevail, and ancient right take place, 
" Fair Liberty fhall lift her cheerful head 
" Fearlefs of tyranny and proud oppreffion, 
" No fad complaining in our ftreets fhall cry, 
" But juftice fhall be exercis'd in mercy." 
Hail, royal Jane ! behold we bend our knees, 

[They kneel. 
The pledge of homage and thy land's obedience; 
With humbled duty thus we kneel, and own thee 
Our Liege our fov'reign Lady and our Queen. 

L. J. G. Oh rife ! 
My father, rife ! * [To Suf. 

And you my father too ! [To North 

Rife all, nor cover me with this confuiion. [ They rifei 
What means this mock, this maiking fhew of greatnefs? 
Why do you hang thefe pageant glories on me, 
And drefs me up in. honours not my own ? . 

North. The daughters of our late great mailer Henry ' 
Stand both by law excluded from fucceffion* 
To make all firm, 

And fix a pow'r unqueftion'd in your hand, 
E4ward by will bequeath'd his crown to you*. 
And the concurring Lords in council met 
Have ratify 9 d the gift. 

L. J* G. Are crowns and empire, 
" The government and faftty of mankind,'* * 
Trifles of fuch light moment to be left 
Like fomc rich toy, " a ring or fancy'd gem,*' 
The pledge of parting. friends? Can kings do thus,- 
And give away a people for a legacy? 

North. Forgive me> princely Lady, if my wonder 
Seizes each jfenfe, each faculty of mind, 
To fee fche utmoft wifh the great can form, 
A crown, thus coldly met ; a crown which, ilighted 
And left in fcorn by you, ihaJlfoon be fought,. 
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And find a joyful wearer, one perhaps * 
Of blood unkindred to your royal houfe, 
And fix kt glories in another line. 

L. J. G. Where art thou now, thou partner of my 
cares r £ Turning to Guilford. 

" Come to my aid, and help to bear this burthen : 
" Oh ! fare me from this fbrrow, this misfortune, 
" Which in the fhape of gorgeous Greatnefs cornea 
" To crown and make a wretch of me for even 

Guil. " Thou weep'ft my queen, and hang'ft thy droop- 
ing head 
" Like nodding poppies heavy with the rain, 
«• That bow their weary necks and bend to earth.'* 
See, by thy fide thy faithful Guilford itands, 
Prepared to keep diftrefs and danger from thee, 
To wear thy facred caufe upon his fword, 
And war againft the world in thy defence. 

North. Oh ! " flay this inaufpicious dream of tears, 
" And cheer your people with one gracious fmile. 
" Nor comes your fate in fuch a dreadful form 
" To bid you fhun itl Turn thofe facred eyes 
•• On the bright profpeA empire fpreads before. you." 
Methinks I fee you feated on the throne, 
•* Beneath your feet the kingdom's great degrees 
** In bright confnfion fhine, mitres and coronets, 
*• The various ermine and the glowing purple,'* 
Affembled fenates wait with awful dread 
To firm your high commands and make 'em fate. 

X. J* G. .You turn to view the painted fide of royalty* 
And cover all the cares that lurk beneath.. 
Is it to be a queen to fit aloft 
In folemn dull uncomfortable ffcate, 
The flatter'd idol of a fervile court? 
Is it to draw a pompous train along, 
A pageant for the wond'ring crowd to gaze at? 
•• Is it in wantonnefs of pow'r to reign,. 
" And make the world mbfervient to my plcafure? 
•••Is it not rather to be greatly wretched, 
." To watch, to toil, to take a facred charge, 
•• To bend each day before high Heav'n, and own* 
M This people haft thou trufted to my hand, 
? And at my hand I know thou fudt require 'em?" 
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Alas, Northumberland ! — my father !— is it not 
To live a life of care, and when I die 
Have more to anfwer for before my Judge 
Than any of my fubjefts ? 

DucL Suf. " Ev'ry ftate 
•* Allotted to the race of man below 
" Is in proportion doom'd to tafte fome forrow, 
" Nor is the golden wreath on a king's brow 
" Exempt from care ; and yet who would not bear it? 
" Think on the monarchs of our royaj race, 
•* They liv'd not for themfelves : how many blefiings, 
*' How many lifted hands, (hall pay thy toil, 
w If for thy people's good thou haply borrow 
" Some portion from the hours of reft, and wake 
"•To give the world repofe !" 

Suf. Behold, we ftand upon the brink of ruin, 
And only thou canft fave us. Perfecution, 
The fiend of Rome and hell, prepares her tortures ; 
See where (he comes in Mary's prieftly train ! 
Still wot thou doubt, till thou behold her ftalk 
Red with the blood of martyrs, and wide wafting 
O'er England's bofom ? u All the mourning year 
" Our towns (hall glow with unextinguifh'd fires, 
" Our youth on racks (hall ftretch their crackling bones* 
" Our babes (hall fprawl on confecrated fpears, 
" Matrons and hu (bands, with their newborn infants, 
«• Shall burn promiscuous; a continu'd peal 
" Of lamentations, groans, and (hrieks, (hall found 
• c Thro' all our purple ways." 

Guih Amidft that ruin 
Think thou behold'ft thy Guilford's head laid low, 
Bloody. and pale 

L. J. G. Oh ! fpare the dreadful image ! 

Guih Oh ! wou'd the mifery be bounded there 
My life were little ; but the rage of Rome 
Demands whole hecatombs, a land of victims. 
" With fuperflition comes that other fiend, 
" That bane of peace, of arts and virtue, Tyranny, ' 
" That foe of juftice, fcornerof all law, 
" That beaft which thinks .mankind were born for one, 
" And made by Heav'n to be a monfter's prey, 
" That heavieft curfe of groaning nations, tyranny ." 
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Mary mall by her kindred Spain be taught 
To bend our necks beneath a brazen yoke, 
And rule o'er wretches with an ironfceptre. 

L.J. G. Avert that judgment Heav'n! 
Whatever thy Providence allots for me 
In mercy fpare my country. 

Guil. Oh my queen ! 
Does not thy great thy generous heart relent 
To think this land, for liberty fo fam'd, 
Shall have her tow'ry front at once laid low, 
And robb'd of all its glory ? " Oh my country ! 
" Oh ! faireft Albion! emprefs of the deep, 
" How have thy nobleft fons with ftubborn valour 
u Stood to the Iaft, dy'd many a field in blood, 
M In dear defence of birthright and their laws! 
" And (hall thofe hands which fought the caufe of freedom 
" Be manacled in bafe unworthy bonds, 
" Be tamely yielded up, the fpoil, the (laves, 
" Of hairbrain'd Zeal and cruel coward priefts?" 

L.J.G. Yes, my lovM Lord, my foul is mov'd like thine 
At ev'ry danger which invades our England; 
My cold heart kindles at the great occafion, 
And cou'd be more than man in her defence : 
But where is my commiffion to redrefs? 
Or whence my pow*r to fave ? Can Edward's will, 
Or twenty met in council, make a queen ? 
Can you, my Lords, give me the powV to canvafs 
A doubtful title with king Henry's daughters? 
Where are the rev*rend fages of the law 
To guide me with their wifdoms, and point out 
The paths which right and juftice bid me tread ? 

North. The Judges all attend, and will at lexfure 
Refolve you ev'ry fcruple. 

L. J* G. They expound ; 
But where are thofe, my Lord, that make the kw i 
Where are the ancient honours of the realm, 
The nobles with the mitred fathers join'd ? 
The wealthy commons folcmnly aflembled t 
Where is that voice of a confenting people 
To pledge the univerfal faith with mine, 
And call me juftly Queen ? 

North. " Nor {hall that long 
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" Be wanting to your wifl*. The Lords and Commons 

" Shall at your royal bidding foon aflemble, 

" And with united homage own your title : 

" Delay not then to meet the general wifh, 

" But be our queen, be England's better angel ; 

<( Nor let miftaken piety betray you 

*' To join with cruel Mary in our ruin : 

" Her bloody faith commands her to deftroy, 

" And your's enjoins to fave. 

Gull. Our foes, already 
High in their hopes, devote us all to death : 
" Thedronifh monks, the fcorn and fhame of manhood, 
" Roufe and prepare once more to take pofleffion, 
" To nefUe in their ancient hives again ; 
" Again they furbim up their holy trumpery, 
" Relicks and wooden wonder-working faints, 
" Whole loads of lumber and .religious rubbifh, 
** In high proceffion mean to bring them back, ' 

" And place the puppets in their mrines again ; 
" While thofe of keener malice, {avage Bonner, 
" And deep-deiigning Gard'ner, dream of vengeance, 
«• Devour the blood of innocents in hope, 
" Like vultures fnuff the (laughter in the wind, 
u And fpeed their flight to havock and the prey.'* 
Jiafte then and fave us, while *t is giv'n to fave 
Your country, your religion. 
North. Save your friends ! 
Suf. Your father! 
DucL Suf. Mother! 
Guil. Hufband! 
JL. J. G. Take me, crown me* 
Invert me with this royal wretchednefs ; 
JLet me not know one happy minute more; 
Let all my fleeplefs nights be fpent in care, 
My days be vexd with tumults and alarms; 
If only I can fave you, if my fate 
Mas mark'd me out to be the publick victim, 
I take the lot with joy. Yes, I will die 
For that eternal truth my faith is flx'd on, 
And that dear native land which gave me birth. 
GuiL Wake ev'ry tuneful inftrument to tell it, 
And let the trumpet's fprightly note proclaim 
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My Jane is England's queen ! " Let the loud cannon 

" In peals of thunder fpeak it to Augufta ; 

" Imperial Thames, catch thou the facred found, 

•• And roll it to the fubjed ocean down : 

" Tell the old deep and all thy brother floods 

" My Jane is emprefs of the wafry world! 

44 Now with glad fires our bloodlefs ftreets (hall mine, 

•* With cries of joy our cheerful ways fhall ring," 

Thy name (hall echo thro' the refcu'd iHe, 

And reach applauding heav'n ! 

L. % G. Oh Guilford ! what do we give up for glory i 
Fpr glory ! that 's a toy I would not purchafe, 
An idle empty bubble : but for England! 
What mull we lofe for that ! Since then my Fate 
Has fore'd this hard exchange upon my will 
Let gracious Heav'n allow me one requeft : 
For that bleft peace in which I once did dwell, 
" For books, retirement, and my ftudious cell, 
" For all thofe joys my happier days did prove, 
" For Plato and his Academick grove/ 9 
All that I afk is, tho' my Fortune frown, 
And bury me beneath this fatal crown, 
Let that one good be added to my doom, 
To fave this land from tyranny and Rome. * [Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

Scene continues. 

Enter Pembroke and Gardiner. 

T Gardiner. 

1 n an unlucky and accurfed hour x 
Set forth that traitor duke, that proud Northumberland; 
«• To draw his fword upon the fide of herefy, 
•• And war againft our Mary's royal right: 
•' 111 Fortune fly before, and pave his way 
••With difappointments, mifchief, and defeat : M 
Do thou, .0 holy Becket, the protector, 
The champion, and the martyr of our church, 
Appear, and once more own the caufe of Rome; 
4 
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Beat down his lance, break thou his fword in battle, 
And cover foul rebellion with confufion. 

Pemb. I faw him marching at his army's head ( 
I mark'd him iffuing thro* the City-gate 
In harnefs all appointed as he pafs'd, 
And (for he wore his bever up) cou'd read 
-Upon his vifage horrour and difmay. 
No voice of cheerful falutation cheer'd him, 
None wifiVd his arms might thrive, or bad God fpeed him, 
' But thso' a (taring ghaftly -looking crowd, 
UnhaiTd, unble&'d, with heavy heart he went, 
As if his traitor father's haggard ghoft, 
And Somerfet frefli bleeding from the axe, 
On either hand had uiher'd him to ruio. 

Gar. Nor mall the holy vengeance loiter long. 
At Farmingham in Suffolk lies the Queen, 
Mary, our pious mift*efs, where each day 
The nobles of the land and fwarming populace 
Gather, and lift beneath her royal enfigits* 
The fleet, commanded by Sir Thomas Jeniingham, 
Set out in warlike manner to oppofe her, 
With one confent have join'd to own her caufe; 
The valiant Suffex and Sir Edward Haftings, 
With many more of note, are up in arms, 
And all declare for hen 

Pemb. " The citizens, - 
" Who held the noble Somerfet right dear, 
*' Hate this afpiring Dudley and his race, 
" And wou'd upon the inftant join t' oppofe him, 
" Could we but draw fome of the Lords o' th' Council 
" T 9 appear among 'em, own the fame defign, 
" And bring the reverend fan&ion of authority 
" To lead /em into a&ion. For that purpofe. 
" To thee, as to an oracle, I come, 
" To learn what fit expedient may be found 
" To win the wary Council to our fide : 
" Say thou, whofe head is grown thus filver-white 
"In arts of government and turns of ft ate, 
'• How may we blaft our enemies with ruin, 
" And fink the curs'd Northumberland to hell? 
. Gar. " In happy time be your whole wifh accomplifh'd. 
" Since the proud duke fe.t out I have had conference, 

D 
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** As fit occafion ferv'd, with divers of 'em, 
" The Earl of Arundel, Mafon, and Cheyney, 
" And find 'em all difpos'd as we cou'd afk. 
** By holy Mary, if I count aright, 
" To-day the better part (hall leave this place, 
•• And meet at Baynard's Caftle in the City, 
* r There own our fov'reign's title, and defy 
4t Jane and her Gofpel crew. But hie you hence ! 
" This place is dill within our foes' command ; 
'• Their puppet-queen reigns here." 

Enter an Officer with a Guard. 

Off. Seize on 'era both. [Guards fei%e Ptmb. and Gar* 
My Lord, you are a pris'ner to the ftate. 

Pemb. Ha! by whofe order? 

Off. By the Queen's command, 
Sign'd and deliver'd by Lord Guilford Dudley* 

Pemb. Curfe on his traitor's heart ! 
. Gar. R«ft you contented; 
You have loiter'd here too long ; but ufe your patience; 
Thefe bonds (hall not be lading. 

Off. As for you Sir, [To Gardiner. 

'Ti8 the Queen's pleafure you be clofe coirfin'd ; 
You 'ave u?d that fair permiffion was allow'Ayou 
To walk at large within the Tower unworthily: 
You 're noted tor an over-bufy meddler, 
A fecret pra&ifer againft the ftate, 
For which henceforth your limits mall be ftraiter. 
Hence, to your chamber. 

Car. Farewell, gentle Pembroke, 
I truft that we fhall meet on blither terms ; 
Till then amongft my beads I will remember you, 
And give you to the keeping of the faints. 

[Exeunt part of the Guards with Gardiner. 

Pemb. Now, whither muft I go? 

Off. This way my Lord. [Going off. 

- Enter Guilford. 

Guil. Hold Captain ! ere you go ; I have a word or two' 
For this your noble pris'ner. 

Off. At your pleafure; 
I know my duty, and attend your Lordfhip. 
[The Officer and Guards retire to the fartheft part of the f age. 

Guil. Is all the gentle nefs that was betwixt us 
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So loft, fo fwept away from thy remembrance, 
Thou canft not look upon me ? 

Pemb. Ha! not look! 
What tcrrour8 are there in the Dudley's race 
That Pembroke dares not look upon and fcorn \ 
And yet 'tis true I wou'd not look upon thee : 
Our eyes avoid to look on what we hate 
As well as what we fear. 

Guil. You hate me then ! 

Pemb. I do, and wifti perdition may o'ertake 
Thy father, thy falfe felf, and thy whole name. 

Guil. And yet as fure as rage difturbs thy reafon, 
And mafters all the noble nature in thee, 
As fure as thou haft wrong'd me, I am come 
In tenderoefs of friendfhip to preferve thee, 
To plant ev'n all the pow'r I have before thee, 
, And fence thee from deftru&ion with my life. 

Pemb. Friendfhip from thee ! but my juft foul difdaing 
Hence ! take the proftituted bawble back, [thee. 

*' Hang it to grace fome Havering idiot's neck,. 
" For none but fools will praife the tinfel toy." 
But thou art come perhaps to vaunt thy greatnefs, 
And fet thy purple pomp to view before me, • 
To let me know that Guilford is a king, 
That he can fpeak the word and give me freedom. 
Oh fhortliv'd pageant I hadft thou all the pow'r 
Which thy vain foul wou'd grafp at I would die, 
Rot in a dungeon, ere receive a grace, 
The leaft the meaneft courtefy, from thee. 

GnU. Oh Pembroke ! but I have not time to talk, 
For danger preffes ; danger unforefeen, 
And fecret as the (haft that flies by night, 
Is aiming at thy life. Captain, a word ! [To the Officer. 
I take your pris'ner to my proper charge ; 
Draw off your guard, and leave his fword with me. 
[The Officer delivers the /word to Lord Guilford* and goes 

out with his Guard. 

Lord Guilford offering the /word to Pembroke. 
Receive this gift ev'n from a rival's hand ; 
And if thy rage will fuffer thee to hear 
The counfel of a man once call'd thy friend, 
Fly from this fatal place and feek thy fafety, 

Dij 
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Pemt. How sow! what (hew what mockery it this? 
" Is it in fport you ufc me thus? What means 
" This fwift fantaftick changing of the fcene ? 
x Guih Oh, take thy fword, and let thy valiant hand 
Be ready arm'd to guard thy noble life : 
The time, the danger, and the wild impatience, 
Forbid me all to enter into fpeech with thee, 
Or I cou'd tell thee 

Ptmb. No, it needs not, traitor! 
For all thy poor thy little arts are known. 
Thou fear'ft my vengeance, and art come to fawn, 
To make a merit of that proffer'd freedom, 
Which in defpite of thee a day /hall give me. 
Nor can my fate depend on thee falie Guilford, 
For know to thy confufion, ere the fun 
Twice gild the eaft our royal Mary comes 
To end thy pageant reign and fet me free* 

GusL Ungrateful andunjuft ! haft thou then known me 
So little to accufe my heart of fear ? 
Haft thou forgotten Muficlborough's field ? 
Did I then fear, when by thy fide I fought, 
And dy'd my maiden fword in Scottiih blood ? 
But this is madnefs all. 

Ptmb. Give me my fword. {Taking bit fword. 

Perhaps indeed I wrong thee : thou haft thought, 
And confcious of the inj'ry thotThaft done me 
Art come to proffer me a foldier's juftice, 
And meet my arm in fingle oppofition : 
Lead then, and let me follow to the field. 

Gull. Yes, Pembroke, thou malt fatisfy thy vengeance, 
And write thy bloody purpofe on my bofom : 
But let Death wait to-day. By our pail friendfhip, 
In honour's name, by ev'ry facred tie, 
I beg thee aik no more, but hafte from hence. 

Pcmb. What myftick meaning lurks beneath thy words? 
What fear is this which thou wou'dft awe my foul with? 
Is there a danger Pembroke dares not meet ? . 

Guil. Oh, fpare my tongue a tale of guilt and horrour} 
Truft me this once ; believe me when I tell thee 
Thy fafety and thy life is all I feek. 
Away. 

Pmb* " By Heav'n I wo'nt ftir a ftep." 
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Curfe on this muffling, dark, ambiguous, pnrafe. 
If thou wou'dft have me think thou mean'ft me fairly, 
Speak with that plainnefo honefty delights in, 
And let thy double tongue for once be true. 

GuiL Forgive me, filial piety and nature, 
If thus compell'd I break your facred laws, 
Reveal my father's crime, and blot with infamy 
The hoary head of him who gave me being. 
To fave the man whom my foul loves from death. 

[Giving a paper. 
Read there the fatal purpofe of thy foe, 
A thought which wounds my foul with (h ame and horrour ! 
Somewhat that darknefe mould have hid for ever. 
But that thy life — Say, haft thou feen that character ? 

Pemb. I know it well; the hand of proud Northumber- 
Dire&ed to hi* minions Gates and Palmer. [land, 

What 's this? [Reads. 

" Remember with your clofeft care to obfervc thofe 
•* whom I nam'd to you at parting, efpecially keep your 
" eye upon the Earl of Pembroke; as his power and in- 
•' tereft are moil confiderable»fo his opposition will be moft 
** fatal to us. Remember the refolution was taken if you 
'« mould find him inclined to our enemies. The forms of 
" juftice are tedious, and delays are dangerous. If he faU 
** ters, lofe notthe fight of him till your daggers have 
" reached his heart." 
My heart ! oh murd'rous villain t 

GuiL Since he parted 
Thy ways have all been watchM, thy fteps been marked, 
Thy fecret treaties with the malcontents 
That harbour in the City, thy conferring 
With Gard'ner here in the Tow'r, all is known, 
And in purfuance of that bloody mandate 
A fet of chofen ruffians wait to end thee t 
There was but one way left me ta prcferve thee ; 
I took it, and this 1 morning fent my warrant ' 
To feizc upon thy perfon — But begone i 

Pemb. 'Tis fo— 9 t is truth— I fee his honeft heart-— 

GuiL I have a friend of well try'd faith and courage, 
Who with a fit difguife and arms concealed 
Attends without to guide thee hence with fafety. 

Pemh What it Northumberland ? and what art thou ? 
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Guil. Waflc not the time ; away ! 

Pemb. Here let me fix, 
And gaze with everlafting wonder on thee. 
What is there good or excellent in man 
That is not found in thee ? Thy virtues flam, 
They break at once on my aftonifh'd foul, 
" As if the curtains of the dark were drawn 
" To let in day at midnight. 

Guil. '* Think me true j 
•• And tho* ill fortune crofs'd upon our friend/hip— 

Pemb. " Curfe on our fortune! — Think I know thee 

Guil. Forever I could hear thee— but thy life. [honenV* 
Oh Pembroke! linger not——— 

Pemb. And can I leave thee 
Ere I have clafp'd thee in my eager arms, 
And giv'n thee back my fad repenting heart ? 
Believe me, Guilford, like the Patriarch's dove, [Embracing. 
It wandered forth, but found no reding place 
Till it came home again to lodge with thee. 

Guil. What is there that my foul can more defire 
Than thefe dear marks of thy returning friendfhip? 
The danger comes — If you ftay longer here 
You die, my Pembroke. 

Pemb. Let me ftay and die, 
For if I go I ga to work thy ruin. 
Thou know'ft not what a foe thou fend'ft me forth, 
That I have fworn deftruction to the Queen, - 
And pledg'd my faith to Mary and her caufe t 
My honour is at flake. 

Guil. I know 'tis given : 
But go — the ftronger thy engagements there 
The more'* thy danger here. •• There is a Pow'r 
•• Who fits above the ftars, in him I truft ; 
" All that I hate his bounteous hand beftow'd ; 
" And he that gave it can preferve it to me* 
" If his o'erruUng will ordains my ruin 
" What is there more but to fall down before him, 
" And humbly yield obedience ?"— Fly ! begone ! 

Pemb. Yes, I will go — for lee \ behold who comes i 
Oh Guilford ! hide me, lhield me from her fight *> 
Ev'ry mad paffion kindles up again* 
Love, rage, defpair— - and yet I will be mafter— - . 
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I will remember thee — Oh my torn heart ! 
I have a thoufand thoufand things to fay, 
* But cannot, dare not ftay to look on her. 
•• Thus gloomy ghofts, where'er the breaking morn 
" Gives notice of the cheerful fun's return, 
" Fade at the light, with honour ftand oppreft, 
" And flirink before the purple dawning caft, 
" Swift with the fleeting (hades they wing their way, 
•■ And dread the brightness of the rifing day." 

\Exeunt Guilford and Pembroke* 
Enter Lady J A n e reading. 

L. J. G. " 'Tis falfe ! the thinking foul is fomewbat more 
" Than fymmetry of atoms well difpos'd, 
" The harmony of matter 5 farewell elfe 
" The hope of all hereafter, that new life, 
" That feparate intellect, which muft furvive 
" When this fine frame is moulderM into duft.^ 
Enter Quilford. 

Gull What read'ft thou there my Queen? 

L. J. G. 'Tis Plato's Phaedon, 
Where dying Socrates takes leave of life 
With fuch an eafy, carelefs, calm, indifference. 
As if the trifle were of no account, - 
Mean in itfelf, and only to be worn 
In honour of the giver. 

Guii. Shall thy foul 
Still fcorn the world, ftill fly the joys that court 
" Thy blooming beauty and thy tender youth ?" 
Still (hall (he foar on contemplation's wing, 
And mix with nothing meaner than the ftars, 
" As Heav'n and immortality alone 
" Were objects worthy to employ her faculties? 

L. % G. •• Bate but thy trutb what is there here below 
" Defcrves the leaft regard? Is it not time 
•' To bid our fouls look out, explore hereafter, 
"And feek fome better fure abiding place, 
** When all around our gath'ring foes come on, 
u To drive to fweep us from this world at once f 

GuiL " Does any danger new" 
x L. J. G. The faithlefs Counfellor* 
Are fled from hence to join the Princefe Mary, 
The fervile herd of courtiers, wfep fo late 
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In low obedience bent the knee before me ; 
They who with zealous tongues and hands uplifted 
Befought me to defend their laws and faith, 
Vent their lewd execrations on my name, 
Proclaim me trait*refs now, and to the feaffold 
Doom my devoted head. 

GuiL The changeling villains ! 
That pray for flavery, fight for their bonds, 
And ftiun the blcfling Liberty like ruin. 
" What art thou, Human Nature, to do thus i 
" Does fear or folly make thee, like the Indian, 
" Fall down before this dreadful devil Tyranny, 
" And worfhip the deftroyer ?" 
But wherefore do I loiter tamely here ? 
Give me my arms : I will preferve my country 
Ev'n in her own defpite. Some friends I have 
Who will or die or conquer in thy caufe, 
Thine ajnd religion's, thine and England's caufe. 

L. J. G. Art thou not all my treafure, all my guard t 
And wot thou take from me the only joy, 
The laft defence, is left me here below ? 
Think not thy arm can ftem the driving torrent, 
Or fave a people who with blinded rage 
Urge their own fate, and ftrive to be undone. 
Northumberland, thy father, is in arms, 
And if it be in valour to defend us 
His fword, that long has known the way to conqueft* 
Shall be ourfurcft fafety. 

Enter the Date of Sv ffo l k» 

Suf Oh, my children \ 

L.J. G. Alas ! what means my father ? 

Suf Oh, my fon ! 
Thy father, great Northumberland, on whom 
Our deareft hopes were built 

GuiL Ha i what of him ? 

Suf Is loft, betrayM ! 
His army, onward as he march'd, fhnrnk from him, 
Moulder'd away, and melted by his fide ; 
«' Like falling hail thick ftrewn upon the ground,. 
•* Which ere we can eflay to count is vaninVd." 
With fome few followers he arriv'd at Cambridge, 
But there ev'n they forfflok him, and himfelf 
Was fore'd, with heavy heart and wat'ry eye, 
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To caft his cap up with duTembled cheer, 
And cry God fave Queen Mary. But alas ! 
Little avail'd the femblance of that loyalty; 
For foon thereafter by the Earl of Arundel 
"With treafon he was charged, and there arretted, 
And now he brings him prisoner up to London. 

L.J. G.Then there 's an end of greatnefs, the vain dream 
Of empire and a crown that danc'd before me, 
** With all thofe unfubftantial empty forms, 
" Waiting in idle mockery around us ; 
" The gaudy mafk, tedious and nothing meaning,'* 
Is vaninVd all at once — Why, fare it well ! 

Guil. And canft thou bear this fudden turn of fate 
With fuch unfhaken temper? 

L. J. G. For myfelf, 
If I could form a wifh for Heav'n to grant 
It mould have been to rid me of this crown. 
And thou, overruling, great, allknowing, Pow'r ! 
Thou who difcern'ft our thoughts, who fee 'ft 'em riling 
And forming in the foul, oh! judge me thou 
If e*er ambition's guilty fires have warmed me, 
If e'er my heart inclined to pride, to pow'r, 
Or join'd in being. a queen. I took the fceptre 
To fave this land, thy people, and thy altars : 
And now behold I bend my grateful knee [Kneeling. 
In humble adoration of that mercy 
Which quits jne of the vaft unequal talk. 

Enter the Duchefs o/* Suffolk. 

Duch. Suf. Nay, keep that pofture ftill, and let us join. 
Fix all our knees by thine, lift up our hands, 
And feek for help and pity from above, 
. For earth and faithlefs man will give us none. 

L. J. G. What is the worft our cruel Fate ordains us? 

Duch.Su/. Curs'dbe my fatal counfels, curs'd my tongue, 
That pleaded for thy ruin, and perfuaded 
Thy guiltlefs feet to tread the paths of greatnefs ! 
My child — I have undone thee ! 

L. J. G. Oh, my mother ! 
Shou'd I not bear a portion in your forrows ? 

Duch. Suf. Alas ! thou haft thy own, a double portion 
Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners, 
Who beat the heav'ng with thy applauded name 
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Now crowd to meet and hail her as their queen. 
Sufiex is enter'd here, commands the TowY, 
Has plac'd his guards around, and this fad place,' 
So late thy palace, is become our prifon. 
I faw him bend his knee to cruel Gard'ner, 
Who freed from his confinement ran to meet him, 
Embrac'd and blefs'd him with a hand of blood ; 
Each haft'ning moment I expect 'em here 
To feize and pafs the doom of death upon us. 

Gut/. Haifeiz'd! (halt thoubefeiz'd? and (hall I Hand 
And tamely fee thee borne away to death? 
Then blafted be my coward name for ever. 
No I will fct myfelf to guard this foot, 
To which our narrow empire now is (hrunk : 
Here I will grow the bulwark of my Queen, 
Nor (hall the hand of Violence profane thee 
Until my bread have borne a thoufand wounds, 
Till this torn mangled body fink at once 
A heap of purple ruin at thy feet. 

L. J. G. And could thy ra(h diftracted rage do thus? 
Draw thy vain fword againil an armed multitude, 
•• Only to have my poor heart fplit with horrour, 
;• To fee thee ftabbd and butchered here before me-?" 
Oh, call thy better nobler courage to thee, 
And let us meet this adverfe fate with patience ! 
'* Greet our infulting foes with equal tempers, 
•• With cv'n brows, and fouls fecure of death; 
" Here (land unmov'd, as once the Roman fenate 
" Received fierce Brennus and the conq'ring Gauls, 
•• Till ev'n the rude Barbarians flood amaz'd 
" At fuch fuperiour virtue.*' Be thyfelf, 
For fee, the trial comes ! 

Enter Sussex, Gardiner, Officers and Soldiers. 

Suf. Guards, execute your orders ; feize the traitors: 
Here my commiflion ends. To you, my Lord, [To Gar* 
So our great miftrefs, royal Mary, bids, 
I leave the full difpofal of thefe pris'ners ; 
To your wife care the pious Queen commends 
Her facred felf, her crown, and, what 's yet more, 
The holy Roman Church, for whofe dear fafety 
She wills your utmoft diligence be (hewn 
To bring rebellion to the bar of Jullice. 
i 
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Yet farther to proclaim how much (he trulls 
In Winchester's deep thought and well try'd faith, 
The feal attends, to grace thofe rev'rend hands, 
And when I next falute you I muft call you ' 
Chief Minifter and Chancellor of England, 

Gar. Unnumber'd bleffings fallxipon her head, 
My evergracious Lady ! to remember 
With fuch full bounty her old humble beadfman ! 
For thefe her foes leave me to deal with them. 

Suf. The Queen is on her entrance and expe&s me. 
My Lord, farewell. 

Gar. Farewell, right noble SufTex ; 
Commend me to the Queen's grace ; fay her bidding 
Shall be obferv'd by her moft lowly creature. [Exit Suf. 
Lieutenant of the Tow'r, take hence your pris'ners : 
Be it your care to fee 'em kept apart, 
That they may hold no commerce with each other. 

L. J. G. That ftroke was unexpected. 

Guil. Wilt thou part us ! 

Gar. I hold no fpeech with hereticks and traitors. 
Lieutenant, fee my orders are obey'd. [Exit Gar. 

Gull. Inhuman, monftrous, unexampled, cruelty ! 
Oh tyrant ! but the tafk becomes th*e well ; 
Thy favage temper joys to do Death's office, 
To tear the facred bands of Love afunder, 
And part thofe hands which Heav'n itfelf hath join M. 

Duch. Suf. To let us wafte the little reft of life 
Together had been merciful. 

Suf. Then it had not 
Been done like Winchefter. 

GuiL Thou flandft unmov'd, 
Calm temper fits upon thy beauteous brow* 
Thy eyes, that flow'd fo faft for Edward's lofs, 
Gaze unconcern'd upon the ruin round thee, 
As if thou hadft refolv'd to brave thy fate, 
And triumph in the midft of defolation. 
" Ha ! fee, it fwells, the liquid cryftal rife9, 
«* It ftarts, in fpite of thee — hut I will catch lt f 
•' Nor. let the earth be wet with dew fo rich." 

L. J. G. And doll thou think, my Guilford ! I can fee 
My father, mother, and ev'n thee my hufband, 
Torn from my fide without a pang of forrow ? 
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How art thou thus unknowing in my heart! • 
Words cannot tell thee what I feel : there is % A 

' An Agonizing foftnefs bufy here 
That tugs the firing*, that ftruggles to get loofe, 
And pour my foul in. waitings out before thee. 

GuiL Give way, and let the jgufhing torrent come; 
Behold the tears we bring to fwell the deluge 
Till the flood rife upon the guilty world 
And make the ruin common* 

L.J.G. Guilford 1 no; 
The time for tender thoughts and foft endearments 
Is fled away and gone ; joy has forfaken us ; 
Our hearts have now another part to play ; 
They muft be fteel'd with fome uncommon fortitude 
That fearlefs we may tread the paths of borrow, 
And in defpite of fortune and our foes 
Ev'n in the hour of death be more than conquerors* 

GuiL Oh teach me! fay, what energy divine 
Infpircs thy fofter fex and tender years 
With fuch unlhaken courage i 

L. J. G. Truth and innocence ; 
A conicious knowledge rooted in my heart, 
That to have fay'd my country was my duty. 
Yes, England, yes, my country ! I would fave thee, 
But Heav'n forbicjs* Heav'n difallows my weakness, 
And to fome dear fefe^ed hero's hand 
Referves the glory Aftty great deliverance* 

Lieut. My Lords; m^ orders 

GuiL See ! we muft-^feiutt part! 

L.J. G. Yet furely wS'mall' meet again. 

GuiL u Oh! where? >; 

/,. J. G. If not on earth among yon' golden ftara, - 
*' Where other funs arife on other earths, 
" And happier beings reft on happier feats, 
** Where with a reach enlarg'd our foul (hall view 
" The great Creator's never- ceafing hand 
" Pour forth new worlds to all eternity, 
*' And people the infinity of fpacc." 

GuiL Fawi.vvou'd I cheer my heart with hopes like thefej 
But my fad thoughts turn ever to the grave, 
To that laft dwelling whither now we hade, 
Where the black fhade fhall interpofe betwixt us, .. 
And veil thee from thefe longing eyes for ever. 
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L. y.-G. 'Tfstrue, by thofe dark paths our journcyleads, 
And thro' ih£ vale of death we pels to life: 
But what is there in death to blaft our hopes ? 
Behold the univerfal works of nature 
Where life ftill fprings from death. " To us the fuh 
" Dies ev'ry night and ev'ry morn revives ; 
€< The flow'rs, which Winter's icy hand deftroy'd, 
* c Lift their fair heads and live again in fpring." 
Mark wkh what hopes -upon the furrowed plain 
The careful ploughman cads the pregnant grain ; 
There hid, as in a grave, a while it lies, 
Till the revolving feafbn bids it rife, 
" Till nature's genial pow're command a birth, 
" And, potent, call it from the teeming earth," 
Then large increafe the bury'd treafures yield, 
And with full harveft crown the plenteous field. 

[Exeunt federally with Guards, 

ACTV. 

Scene continues* 

Enter Gar diner, as Lord Chancellor y and the Lieute- 
nant of the Toauer. Servants <<witk lights before'tm. 

^ Lieutenant. 

vjrooD morning to your Lordfhip : you rife early. 

Gar. Nay, by the rood there are too many (leepers; 
Some muft ftir early or the ftate fhall fuffer. 
Did you, as yefterday our mandate bad, 
Inform your pris'ners, Lady Jane and Guilford, 
They were to die this day ? 

Lieut. My Lord, I did. 

Gar. 'Tiswell. But fay, how did your meffage like 'cm. 

Lieut. My Lord, they met the fummons with a temper 
The* fhcw'd a folemn ferious fenfe of death, 
Mix'd with a noble fcorn of all its terrours : 
In fhort, they heard me with the felffame patience 
With which they ftill have borne them in their prifon. 
[n one requeft they both co&curr'd ; eacfc begg'd 
To die before the other. 

Gar. Thatdifpofe 
As you think fitting. 

E 
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Lieut. The Lord Guilford only 
Iraplor'd another boon, and urgM it warmly ; 
That ere he fuffer'd he might fee his wife* 
And take a laft farewell. 

Gar. That *s not much ; 
That grace may be allow'd him : fee you to it. 
How goes the morning ? 

Lieut. Not yet four my Lord. 

Gar. By ten they meet their fate. Yet one thing mote. 
You know 't was ordcr'd that the Lady Jane 
Shou'd fuffer here within the Tow'r. Take care 
No crowds may be let in, no maudlin gazers, 
To wet their handkerchiefs and make report 
How like a faint (he ended. Some fit number, 
And thofe too of our friends, were moft convenient: 
But above all fee that good guard be kept : 
You know the Queen is lodgM at prefent here ; 
Take care that no difturbance reach her Highnefs. 
And fo good- morning good Mailer Lieutenant. 

[Exit Lieutenant. 
How now ! what light comes here ? 

Sen So pleafe your Lordfliip, 
If I miftake not 'tis the Earl of Pembroke. 

Gar. Pembroke! — 'tis he; what calls him forth thos 
Somewhat he feems to bring of high import ; [early ? 
•• Some flame uncommon kindles up his foul, 
. " And flafhes forth impetuous at his eyes." 

Enter Pembroke, a Page with a light before him. 
Good-morrow, noble Pembroke I what importunate 
And ftrong necefiity breaks on your fl umbers, 
And rears your youthful head from off your pillow 
At this unwholefome hour, " while yet the night 
44 £afts in her latter courfe, and with her raw 
" And rheumy damps infefl the du(ky air ?" 

Pemb. Oh, rev'rend Winchefter ! my beating heart 
Exults and labours with the joy it bears; ' 
The news I bring fhall blefs the breaking morn : 
" This coming day the fun (hall rife more glorious 
" Than when his maiden beams firft gilded o'er 
•' The rich immortal greeiis, the flow' ry plains 
" And fragrant bow'rs of Paradife newborn." 

Gar , What happinefs is this ! 
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Pemh. 'Tis mercy! mercy, 
" The marJt of Heav'n imprefs'd on hlfrnankind ; 
*' Mercy, that glads the world, deals joy around ; 
'* Mercy, that fmooths the dreadful brow of Bow'r, 
-And makes dominion light ; mercy, that laves, 
" Binds up the broken heart, and heals defpair." 
Mary, our royal tver-gracious miftrefs, 
Has to my ferviccs and humbleft pray're 
Granted the lives of Guilford and his wife ; 
Full and free pardon ! 

Gar. Ha ! what faid you ? Pardon ! 
But furc you cannot mean it; cou'd not -urge 
The Queen to fuch a rafh and ill-tim'd grace ? 
What! fave the lives of thofe who wore her crown ! 
My Lord! 'tis moil unweigh'd pernicious counfel, 
And mult not be comply'd with. 

Pemb. Not comply'd with ! 
And who (hall dare to bar her facred pleafure 
And ftop the ftream of mercy i 

Gar. That will I, 
Who wo* not fee her gracious difpofition 
Draw to deftroy herfelf. 

Pemb. Thy nanow foul 
Knows not the godlike glory of forgiving, 
Nor can thy cold thy ruthlefs heart conceive 
How large the pow'r, how fix'd the empire is, 
Which benefits confer on generous minds : 
" Goodnefs prevails upon the flubborn foes, 
" And conquers more than ev'n Cxfar's fword did*" 

Gar. Thcfe are romantick, light, vainglorious, dreams. 
Have you confider'd well upon the danger ? 
How dear to the fond many, and how popular, 
Thefe are whom you would fpare ? Have you forg6t 
When at the bar, before the feat of judgment, 
This Lady Jane, this beauteous trait'refs, ftood, 
With what command (he charm'd the whole affembly ? 
Withfilent grief the mournful audience fat, 
Fix'd on her face, and lift'ning to her pleading : 
Her very judges Wrung their hands for pity ; 
Their old hearts melted in 'em as (he fpoke, 
And tears ran down upon their filver beards. 
Ev'n I myfelf was mov'd, and for a moment 
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Felt wrath (ufpended in my doubtful breaft, 
And queftion'd if the voice I heard was mortal. 
But when her tale was done, what loud applaufe, 
Like burfts of thunder* (hook the fpacious hall ! 
At lad; when fore conftrain'd, th' unwilling Lords 
Pronounc'd the fatal fentence on her life ; 
A peal of groans ran thro' the crowded court 
As ev'ry heart was broken, and the doom, 
Like that which waits the world, were univerfal. 

Pemb. And can that facred form, that angel's voice, 
Which mov'd the hearts of a rude ruthlefs crowd, 
Nay, mov'd tv'n thine, now fue in vain for pity? 

Gar. Alas ! you look on her with lovers' eyes : 
I hear and fee thro' rcafonable organs, 
Where pafEon has no part. Come, come, my Lord, 
You have too little of the ftatefman in you. 

Pemb. And you, my Lord, too little of the churchman. 
Is not the facred purpofe of our faith 
Peace and good-will to man I The hallow'd hand 
Ordain'd to blefs mould know no ftain of blood* 
*Tis true I am not pra&is'd in your politicks ; 
'Twas your pernicious counfel led the Queen 
To break her promife with the men of Suffolk* ' 
To violate, what in a prince mould be 
Sacred above- the reft, her royal word. 

Gar. Yes, and I dare avow it : I advis'd her 
To break thro' all engagements made with hereticks* 
And keep no faith with fuch a mifcreant crew. 

Pemb. Where mall we feek for truth when ev'n religion, 
The pneftly robe and mitred head, difclaim it ? 
" But thus bad men difhonour the beft caufe." 
I tell thee* Winchefter, doctrines like thine 
Have ftain'd our holy church with greater infamy 
Than all your eloquence can wipe away :> 
Hence 'tis that thofe who differ from our faith 
Brand us with breach of oaths, with persecution* 
With tyranny o'er confcience, and proclaim . 
Our fcarlet prelates men that thirft for blood, 
And Christian Rome more cruel than the Pagan. 

Gar. Nay, if you rail, farewell. The Queen mull be 
Better advis'd than thus to cherim vipers 
Whofe mortal flings are arm'd againft her life i 
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But while I hold the feal no pardon pafles ■ 

For hereticks and traitors. [Exit Gardiner. 

Pemb. 'Twas unlucky 
To meet <and crofs upon this froward prieft : 
But let me lofe the thought on 't ; let me hafte, 
Pour soy glad tidings forth in Guilford's bofom, 
And pay him hack the life his friendfhip fav'd. [Exit 9 
The Sc^ne draws, and dif covers the Lady Jane kneeling at 

her devotion , a light 'and a book placed on a table Before her* 
Enter Zieu ten ant of the Tower, Lord Guilford, and 
one of Lady Jane's Women, 

Lieut. Let me not prefs upon your Lordfhip farther, 
But wait your leifure in the antichamber. 

Guil. I will not hold you long. [Exit Lieutenant. 

Worn. Softly, my Lord, 
For yet behold fhe kneels. " Before the night 
•' Had reach'd her middle fpace fhe left her bed, 
" And with a pleafmg fober cheerfulnefs, 
u As for her funeral array *d herfelf 
•* In thofe fad folemn weeds : fince then her knee 
•* Has known that p'ofture only, and her eye 
' • Or fix'd upon the facred page before her 
** Or lifted with her riling hopes to Heav'n." 

Guil. See, with what zeal thoTe holy hands are rear*d ! 
cc Mark her vermilion lip with fervour trembling ; 
•« Her fpotlefs bofom fwells with facred ardour, 
*' And burns with ecftafy and ftrong devotion ; 
•' Her application fweet, her faithful vows, 
" Fragrant and pure, and grateful to high Heav'n,. 
" Like incenfe from the golden cenfer rife, 
" Or bleiTed angels minifter unfeen, 
" Catch the foft founds, and with alternate office 
" Spread their ambroiial wings, then mount witjj joy, 
«• And waft them upwards to the throne of grace." 
But (he has ended, and comes forward. 

[Lady Jane rifts and comes toward the front oftheflage. 



L.J.G.Hzl 
Lit thou 



Art thou my Guilford ? wherefore doft thou come 
To break the fettled quiet of my foul ? 
I mean to part without another pang, 
And lay my weary head down full of peace. 
Guil. Forgive the fondnefs of my longing foul, 
That mehs with tendernefs, and leans towards thee, 

Eiij 



54 LADY JAKE GIST. AQ F. 

•' Tho'the imperious dreadful voice of Fate 

** Summon her hence and warn her from the world.' r 

But if to fee thy Guilford give thee pain, 

Would I had dy'd, and never more beheld thee, 

•* Tho' my lamenting difcontented ghoft 

u Had wander'd forth unblefs'd by thofe dear eyes, 

" And wail'd thy lofs in Death's eternal fhades." 

L. J+ G. My heart had ended ev'ry earthly care, 
Had offer'd up its. pray'rs for thee and England, 
" And hVd its hopes upon a rock unfailing;" 
While all the little bns'nefs that remain'd 
Was but to pafe the forms, of death and conitancy* 
And leave a life become iadirPrent to me i 
But thou has waken'd other thoughts within me > 
Thy fight, my deareft humand and my lord ! 
Strikes on the tender ftrings>of love and nature ; 
My vanqutfh'd pafiions rife again, and tell me 
'Tis more, far more, than death to part from thee. 
Enter Pembroke* 

Pernio Oh, let me fly, bear me thou fwift impatience* 
And lodge me in my faithful Guilford's arms ! 

[Embracing* 
That I may fnatch thee from the greedy grave,. 
That I may warm his gentle heart with joy % . 
And talk to him of life,, of life and pardon. 
v GwL What means my deareft Pembroke ! 

Pemb* Oh, my fpcech 
1 8 chok'd with words that crowd to tell the tidings I 
But I have fav'd thee — and— oh, joy unutterable i 
The Queen, my gracious, my forgiving,, miftrefs* 
Has giv'n not only thee to my requeft, 
But (he, fhe too, in whom alone thou liv'ft, 
The partner of thy heart, thy love is fafe. 

Gull Slillionsof bleffings wait hcrl— Has/he-- tell me, 
Oh ! has the fpar'd my wife ? 

Pcmby Both,, both are pardon'd. 
But hade, and do thou lead me to thy faint* 
That I may caft my felf beneath her feet, 
And beg her to accept this poor amends 
For all I 'ave done againft her — Thou fair excelfence. 

[Kneeling* 
Canfl thou forgive the hoftile hand that arm'd 
Againft thy caufe, and robb'd thee of a crowni 
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L.J. G. Ohy.rife my Lord, and let me take yourpofture; 
Life and the world are hardly worth my care. 
But you have reconcil'd me to *em both ; 
Then let me pay my gratitude, and for 
This free this noble unexpected mercy 
Thus low I bow to Heav'n, the Queen, and yo*» 

Pemb. To me ! forbid it goodneis! if I live 
Somewhat I will do fhall deferve your thanks. 
" All difcord and remembrance of offence 
" Shall be clean blotted out ; and for your freedom 
" Myfelf have undertaken to be your caution." 
Hear me, you faints, and aid my pious purpofe : 
Thefe that deferve fo much, this wondrous pair, 
Z-et thefe be happy ; ev'ry joy attend 'cm ; 
A fruitful bed, a chain of love unbroken, 
•* A good old age, to fee their children's children,'* 
A holy death, and evedafting memory ; 
*' While I refign to them my fhare of happinefs* 
•' Contented ftill to want what they enjoy,. 
«• And fmgly to be wretched." k 

Enter Lieutenant of the Tower* 

Lieut. The Lord Chancellor 
Is come with orders from the Queen. 

Enter Ga rd i n e r and Attendant*. 

Pemb. Ha! Winchefter! # 

Gar. The Queen, whofe days be many, 
By me confirms her firft accordedgrace ; 
But as the pioua princefs means her mercy 
Should reach ev'n to the foul as well as body* 
By me me iignifks her royal pleafure 
That thou, Lord Guilford, and the Lady Jane* 
Do inftantly renounce, abjure your heiefy, 
And yield obedience to the See of Rome. 

L. J.G. What ! turn apoftate? 

Gml. Ha ! forego my faith \ 

Gar. This one condition only feals your pardon ; 
But if thro' pride of heart and ftubbora obftinacy 
With wilful hands you pufh the blefling from you* * 
•* And fhut your eyes againft fuch maaifeft light," 
Know ye your former fentence ftands coafirm'd, 
And you muft die to-day. 
. JW. 'Tisfalfeashellj 
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The mercy of the Queen was free and full. 
Think'ft thou that princes merchandife their grace 
As Roman priefta their pardons? " Do they barter, 
•' Screw up, like you, the buyer to a price, 
" And doubly fell what was defign'd a gift ? 

Gar. My Lord, this language ill befeemsyour nobtenefs, 
Nor come I here to bandy words with madmen. 
Behold the royal fignet of the Queen, 
Which amply fpeaks her meaning. You, the prisoners, 
Have heard at large its purport, and muft inftantly 
Refolve upon the choice of life or death* 

Pemb* Curfe on— But wherefore do I loiter here ? 
I '11 to the Queen this moment, and there know 
What 'tis this mifchief-making prieft intends. [Exit. 

Gar. Your wifdom points you out a proper courfe. 
A word with you Lieutenant. 

[ Talk with the Lieutenant afide. 

Gull. Muft we part then ? 
What are thofe hopes that flatter'd us but now, 
Thofe joys that like the fpring with all its flow'rs 
Pour'd out their pleafures ev'ry where around us ? 
In one poor minute gone ; " at once they wither'd, 
" And left their place all defolate behind them." 

L.J. G. Such is this foolifti world, and fucn the certainty 
Of allthe boafteiblcffingsit beftows: ^ 

Then, Guilford, let us have no more to do with it ; 
Think only how to leave it as we ought, 
" But truft no more, and be deceiv'd no more." 

GuiL Yes, I will copy thv divine example, 
" And tread the paths are pointed out by thee :" 
By thee inftru&ed, to the fatal block 
I bend my head with joy, and think it happinefs 
To give my life a ranfom for my faith. 
*• From thee, thou angel of my heart, I learn 
M That greateft hardeft taik to part with thee." 

L.J; G. Oh, glorioufly refolv'd ! " Heav'n is my witnefs 
" My heart rejoices in thee more ev*n now, 
" Thus<conftant as thou art, in death thus faithful, 
" Than when the holy prieft iirft joined our hands, 
€< And knit the fecred knot of bridal love." 

Gar. The day wears fail j Lord Guilford, have you 
Will you lay hold on life I [thought? 



Ja V* LADY JANI GREY. $? 

GuiL What are the terms? 

Gar. Death or the mafs attend you. 

GuiL 'Tis determined: 
Lead to the fcaffold. 

Gar. Bear him to his fate. 

Gull. Oh ! let me fold thee once more in my arms* 
Thou deareft treafure of ray heart, and print 
" A dying hufband's kifs upon thy lip I 
Shall we hot live again ev'n in thofe forms? 
Shall I not gaze upoiKthee with thefe eyes ? 

L. J. G. Oh ! wherefore doft thou footh me with thy 
Why doft thou wind thyfelf about my heart, [foftnefs ? 
And make this feparation painful to us? 
" Here break we off at once; and let us now, 
" Forgetting ceremony, like two friends 
•* That have a little bus'nefs to be done, 
" Take a fhort leave, and hafte to meet again. . 

GuiL " Reft on that hope my foul — my wife « 

L. J. G. " No more." 

GuiL My fight hangs on thee — Oh ! fupport me, Heav'n, 
In this laft pang — and let us meet in blifs ! 

[Guilford is led off by the Guards* 

L. J. G. " Can nature bear this ftroke ?" 

Worn. Alas, (he faints ! [Supporting. 

L. J. G. Wot thou foil now — The killing ftroke is paft, 
And all the bittemefs of death is o'er. 

. Gar. K^re let the dreadful hand of Vengeance ftay. 
Have pity on your youth and blooming beauty; 
•* Caft not away the good which Heav'n beftows 5" 
Time may have many years in ftore for you, 
All crown'd with fair profperity. Your hufbaod 
Has perinVd in perverfenefs. 

L. J. G. Ceafe, thou raven, 
Nor violate with thy profaner malice 
My bleeding Guilford's ghoft — Tis gone, 'tis flown, 
But lingers on the wing and waits for me. 
£ The feme draws 9 and difcovers a fcaffold hung with blacky 

Executioner and Guards. 
And fee, jny journey's end. 

1 Worn. My deareft lady! [Weeping. 

2 Worn. "Oh,mifery. 1 " 

L. J. G. Forbear, my gentle maids! 
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Nor wound my peace with fhiitiefs lamentations; 
The good and gracious hand of Providence 
Shall raife you better friends than I have been. 

I Worn. OK, never, never! 

L. 7. G. Help to difarray 
And fit me for the block : do this laft fervice, 
And do it cheerfully. Now you will fee 
Your poor unhappy miftrefs deep in peace, 
And c*eafe from all her forrows. Thefe few trifles, 
The pledges of a dying miftrefs* love, 
Receive and (hare among you. " Thou, Maria, [ To I Worn* 
" Haft been my old my very faithful fervant: 
•' In dear remembrance of thy love I leave thee 
" This book, the law of everlafting truth ; 
" Make it thy trcafure ftill ; 'twas my fupport 
«• When all help elfc forfook me." 

Gar. Will you yet 
Repeat, be wife, and fave your precious life ? 

L. J. G. Oh Winchester ! has learning taught thee that, 
To barter truth for life ? 

Gar. Miftaken folly! 
You toil and travel for your own perdition, 
And die for damned errours. 

. L. J. G. Who judge rightly, 
And who perfifts in errour, will be known 
Then when we meet again.' Once more farewell ; 

{To her Worn. 
Goodnefe be ever with you. " When I 'm dead 
•* Entreat they do no rude diihoneft wrong 
" To my cold headlefs corpfe ; but fee it (hrouded, 
" And decent laid in earth." 

Gar. Wot thou then die i 
Thy blood be oil thy head. 

L.J.G. My blood be where it falls ; let the earth hide it ; 
And may it never rife or call for vengeance. 
Oh that it were the laft (hall fall a victim 
To Zeal's inhuman wrath! Thou, gracious Heav'n ! 
Hear and defend at length thy fufFJring people ; 
Raife up a monarch of the royal blood, 
Brave, pious, equitable, wife, and good ; 
" In thy due feafonJet the hero come ' 



. A8V. LADY JANE GREY, 59 

«• To fave thy altars from the rage of Rome ; 
'• Long let him reign to blefs the refcu'd land," 
And deal outjuftice with a righteous hand ; 
And when he fails, oh ! may he leave a fon 
"With equal virtues to adorn his throne, 
To lateft times the blefling to convey, 
And guard that faith for which I die to-day. 

Lady J an e goes tip to thcfcqffbld. The feme clofes. 

Enter Pembroke. > 

Pemh Horrour on horrour! blafted be the hand 
That ftruck my Guilford ! oh, his bleeding trunk 
Shall live in thefe diftrafted eyes for ever! 
Curfe on thy fatal arts, thy cruel counfelsl [To Gar. 
The Queen fs deaf and pitilefs as thou art. 

G*n\The j uft reward of herefy and treafon 
Is fall'n upon 'em both for their vain obftinacy ; 
Untimely death, with infamy on earth, 
And everlafting punifhment hereafter. 

Pemb. And can ft thou tell ? who gave thee to explore 
The fecret purpofes of Heav'n, or taught thee 
To fet a bound to mercy unconhVd? 
» But know, thou proud, perverfcly judging, Winchefter, 
Howe'er your hard imperious cenfurea doom, 
And portion out our lot in worlds to come, 
Thofe who with honed hearts purfue the right, 
And follow faithfully truth's facred light, 
Tho' fufPring here mail from their forrows ceafe,* 
Reft with the faints and dwell in endlefs peace. [Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE. 

J. HE palms of virtue heroes off have worn, 
Thofe wreaths to-night a female brow adorn. 
The defined faint, unfortunately brave, 
Sunk with thofe altars which Jhe fir ove to Jove* 
Greatfyjbe dar y dtoprop the juficr fide, 
As greatly with her adverfefate comply* d, 
Did all that Heart n could q/k, refigri d and dy y d ; 
Dfdforthe land for which Jhe wiftPdto live. 
And gain' d that liberty fhc could not give. 
Oh happy people of tins fart rite ifle, 
On whom Jo many better angels finite I 
For you kind Heav 9 n new bltjjtngs JIM fuppUes, 
Bids other faints and other guardians rife; 
For you the fair efi of her fix is^come, 
Adopts our Britain and forgets her home ; 
For truth and you the heroine declines 
Aufiria* s proud Eagles and the Indian mines* 
Whatfenfe offuch a bounty can befhewn I 
But Heart n mufi make the great reward its own, 
And Jlarsjhall join to make her future crown. 
Tour gratitude with eafe may be exprefs'd; 
Strive but to be, what Jhe would make you, blefs'd* 
Let not vilefaSion vex the vulgar ear 
With fond furmife andfalfe ajfecledfear ; 
Confirm but to yourf elves the girt n good} 
Js allfhe q/ksfor all Jhe has be/low 1 d. 
Such was our great example Jhown to-day, 
And with fitch thanks our Author* s pains repay* 
If from thefefcenes to guard your faith you learn, 
If for our laws you Jhew ajujl concern, 
If you are taught to dread a Popi/h reign, 
Our beauteous patriot has not dy'&in vain* 
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